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Old camera equipment from a museum in Madeira 


The Trip begins 
24.10.2023 


Crip, with just under half the former dose. 

What kind of crazy symphony are we all living in? What are 
these senseless forces that drive us? Through the craziest eras. With 
the most absurd aberrations. And always get political right away. As if 
we couldn't keep our own house in order, deal with ourselves. Always 
senseless aberrations. Every generation presents its latest fashionable 
craziness. 


Good to gain distance, to immerse myself. What an embarrassing 
rigmarole, I thought to myself while listening to and watching 
PickUp-Infields. What crazy, absurd stunts? They're just physically 
there. That's all. Like a dog. Like an animal is there. Their mental per- 
formance is close to zero. They simply live. I feel, reflect, study. I am 
gone. They are there. What brings success is so primitive. Simply 
being physically present at the right moment. All the cultural immer- 
sion is useless. They are washed away. They reappear, the songs, the 
chansons, the female singers I've never been to see. Before my time. 


fe, 


Not there when I was looking for them. In life. Real. Not the fiction, 
the staged cultural life that reflects something that has long since 
ceased to be, like a ripple in my trip, in which everything flies around 
in a huge whirl, or meanders through time as if pulled by a screw, 
meanders, gets lost, while ordinary ghetto types on the sound and 
video tracks talk around with equally everyday banal girl figures, flirt 
around stupidly, but no matter, the main thing is to be physically 
convincing somehow, not too conspicuous, that's how they slip 
through everyday life. From which absurd things emerge. What's the 
point of literature, counterpoint or anything else? It dances in confusi- 
on and fades away. Life cannot be grasped. It eludes you like this 
thread of thought. 


But that's how everything comes about somehow by chance. 
Afterwards it's called reality. It has taken me to my room, where I type 
this to myself on a trip that has been thought of in a completely dif- 
ferent way for ten years, or for decades, or at this very moment, but 
only because a muse whispers it to me, the remnant of poetic gift that 
still remains in this state, which should actually serve the exploration 
of something completely different. But it never turns out that way. 
Whatever. I'm clear enough to be able to forge sentences if I touch 


them carefully, but not clear enough, no, too lucid, to realise what's 
actually going on here. What the hell has been driving us all around 
here for generations, and why is everyone getting so grotesquely lost? 


Why do these raving idiots succeed, who make me feel ashamed 
when I listen to their stupid infields, struggling from one idiotic com- 
ment to the next, and then in such a clichéd way: “You look so 
Slavic ... No, no, I don't think so.” So embarrassing. There's no need to 
wallow in the primal depths of common roots, or rather swim between 
the Scandinavian peninsula, which in ancient times was thought to be 
an island called Skanda, and the vast continental masses with their 
multitude of surging melodies and peoples. Don't say peoples’ migrati- 
ons now, because the last of our sweet blonde Snow-Whites are flir- 
ting with millions of men arriving from all over the world, abolishing 
us, and I can take a trip here and painstakingly try to figure out what 
the fuck the point of all this shit is that we've been involved in since 
the 20th century, or since the 19th, 18th century, or what's with this 
human show anyway, where are we drifting to and why? 


Now a bird has flown into my window pane, not noticing the 
glass. I hope I didn't attract it on my trip, my enraptured movements 
with which I write this text to myself as if it had any meaning. Yes, 
what's the point? Who cares if anything here makes sense in this 
whole earthly circus? Are we real? Are we really alive or are we a 
damn illusion, a staging, a simulation of people who are just laughing 
their heads off at the nonsense we are doing here on earth? And there's 
still a war going on. And then someone says that times are better 
today. The madness of the world has got worse and worse, but shh, 
whisper it quietly, otherwise they'll accuse you of not being quite 
normal on your trip, and once again deliver blossoming nonsense here 
under LSD, which not even the most trumped-up publisher cares a 
hoot about. Oh how boring! What does he want again? Why is he 
writing at all? It all simply doesn't make sense, just like life, and that 
the morons are shagging the girls with their drunken monkey noises, 
whereas poets reading their way through literature cabinets are 
somehow just rebuffed because their bodies don't trigger some crazy 
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primeval instinct with the right signal, which decides everything, 
which is why this damn civilisation has gone mad and is perishing, 
always obsessed with the latest ideology, of course, and always nicely 
detached from what matters. What pays. The male loser. Here he is 
and nobody wants him. That's why he's a loser. Because they don't 
want him. No, even “nobody wants him” is just a cliché. It's this 
fundamental lack ... and consequently also a lack of empathy with us, 
of understanding for us ... and therefore the constant setting of the 
wrong course, a new wrong course every moment, and this has been 
going on for centuries. 


I've written myself a mighty trip on my trip, which makes as little 
sense as life itself, or why these crude loons, whose sayings make me 
ashamed of myself, end up with the girls of all people, like animals 
wallowing in a swamp to which everything has rotted, this broken 
civilisation or what's left of it. What do they think is so good about it? 
They're just there by chance, whirled up by a moment and circumstan- 
ces that shouldn't be that way, to give rise in this tangled coincidence 
to the very moment in which I find myself, in which I write down, 


how others, according to the Infield, with crazy stereotypes like an 
automaton, or just like an animal that happened to be passing by at the 
right time. Shit. But don't tell that to the maestro who has studied for 
decades, made an effort, built something up with his diligence and 
spirit, only to find out that it was all for nothing anyway, that there 
was no point from the start, and that an animal that just happened to 
be passing by at the right time would have been a better fit than the 
overly cerebral alien who hammers out things in his trip that remain 
predictable anyway and are not far enough away. Because the dose 
was too low. Because the topic doesn't suit publishers. Because I'm 
experiencing reality, but not drawing the foam of shattered illusions in 
the rainbow colours that should be available nowadays for anything 
that wants to get into the media, as the latest craziness that you can't 
escape, or that you have to submit to outwardly in order not to attract 
attention, to get away once again in the hope that at some point 
someone will find their way back to the exit of the labyrinth, or find 
the reset button, but be careful! Don't press it. That's dangerous in 
times of war. It could be that in all the madness around us, even more 
madmen are running around with nuclear weapons, surrounded by a 
swarm of their protectors who won't let anyone get close. But no, 
that's not what we wanted to imagine on a trip that wasn't supposed to 
be a horror trip like none of mine, by the way, because I've always 
avoided all the cliffs. But unfortunately, sailing round all the cliffs also 
means missing the jetties. 


A trip is like a powerful current in the ocean that pulls into 
unknown expanses, stretching and bending proportions like a fish eye 
or hologram. 


So according to my watch, the journey started just three hours 
ago. With the small dose, I would never have thought that such a short 
journey could be so long. So much going on. But maybe only because 
I write everything down, as if I imagine that anyone in the world, 
including myself, would be interested, because why would I ever have 
the time in this life to revisit this trivial moment when nothing hap- 
pened anyway? I mean, there would be no point! There you go. So 
why would I want to read this? In the end, it's a shadow of yesterday, 
like the infield, where someone was joking about something that didn't 
even make much sense at the time, wasn't even worthy of being 
recorded by a machine or engraved into the keys by a poet on a trip as 
a wreath of seemingly meaningless words. So I'm still five minutes 
short of three hours and that's pretty heavy. Good thing I didn't take 
more. Although the trip over 10 years ago with the double ... 


But again, I am far from what I am looking for. Neither mentally 
nor physically creative, neither an act of begetting life, nor any dam- 
ned mental act of creating meaning, whether in science and technolo- 
gy that made all this foul glamour possible — if we're not just a simula- 
tion, because no one in reality would behave as stupidly and idiotical- 
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ly as we do — or any other poetic sense. I mean, in this time of vulgar 
rainbows, what's the point of having learnt anything? You just have to 
happen to be in the right place at the right time, but damn near nobody 
here in this crazy show is. We're all here at the wrong time, clever in 
retrospect, and it's always the stupidest of all with whom the girls go, 
fathering children who will be our fate for all time and will curse the 
whole mess their rainbow-coloured great-grandparents made here, 
which is why all poets always appear at the wrong time in this 
whirlwind of words in search of sense. But they never come together 
to form a meaningful whole as they do in procreation. No meaning is 
created here, only nonsense. But that is what counts today, what 
appears in the spotlight of the film industry, what makes up our fictiti- 
ous world of fashions and media. Ultimately, it's all absurd, but it's 
what's fashionable at the moment, what's currently being staged and 
has validity, and therefore creates validity in life, among girls, and is 
therefore parroted by everyone, even though it's nonsense, but they 
don't even realise that because they're naive or biased, it can't be 
stupid, that's everyone here who gets involved with this botch. 


What a darned trip! I was just about to write: 3 hours and 1 
minute, then it was already 3 hours and 4 minutes. It's as if we're 
staging the world. As if there is no reality. If we were just a crazy 
production that would eventually be shattered by hitting the reality 
when we, believing in the authenticity of this construction, collide 
with the next pillar that will teach us what is real and what is not. I've 
even forgotten about food and hunger on this trip, which is getting 
more and more tangled from moment to moment. 


She's singing from the 1960s, for you she'd sing this melody, for 
you - unfortunately not for me, every passing dog is more interesting — 
oh mind, how pointless your edifices — nothing remains except this 
melody, which is just fading away with her sweet voice in the evening 
light that falls in from the terrace, just without the life that is missing 
and should be part of it. «On n'apprend pas a parler d'amour.» Click. 
«Apprends moi» Sylvie, 1969. click. Each moment fades in the click 
of the next. Click. Our binary existence is something. We are nothing. 
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Or the other way round. What a beastly noise up there, life. Only 
silence paralyses here. Word salad. The words are hollow, as if 
without meaning, our language is like a signal waving on a railway 
line. As if all this had any meaning. 


Actually, I didn't want to count the minutes of the trip, what an 
odd idea and waste of the seamlessly flowing stream that rises from 
the depths of the interior. Blah blah blah. Now adverts interfere or a 
virtual protector from the virtual dangers of the virtual world, which 
takes itself much more seriously than this trip, on which I actually 
wanted to learn what makes me successful with girls, but that didn't 
happen, my poetic / lived / whatever / approach was too unsuccessful. 
Together with a girl, I wanted to take it and practise flirting. 


Ultimately, no one knows why they are on the winning side. They 
are just making the most of the moment, living it for an evening, a 
drunken night or a psychedelic trip. It just so happens that they hit the 
jackpot in the lottery drum of our crazy rainbow-coloured men-from- 
all-over-the-world-come-here — we have enough of everything — and 
the bill is paid by your dear taxpayer, and if not, then he's a really evil 
one, and smack him over the head, because he deserves it, for being 
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on the wrong side, which is supposed to be on the right this time, so 
whack him and feel like moral-boozy do-gooders because you're on 
the right side this time when you're once again sicced on your own 
people as if there's something with a burning fuse inside you that 
forces you to rage against us every day, who have done nothing but 
call this fucking hoax by its name and want to father alike children 
with our own sweet, light girls, if only they would want us, we 
wouldn't have to watch as cuckolds at this godcursed everlasting party 
you've been stuck on since the 1960s or 1968 on some fucking politi- 
cal trip, more stubborn than that of your parents and grandparents, on 
this ideological trip, which is always much more dangerous than a 
psychedelic one, from which men who haven't been uprooted, and 
family background and education help a hell of a lot, quickly find 
their way back down. 


i 
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But something went wrong with the hippies, who in the 1960s 
imagined that they could just fool around uninhibitedly without thin- 
king about the consequences in order to improve humanity, which 
resulted in this whole fucking mess that we are still in, because they 
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were too uprooted to find the ground of reality under their feet again 
afterwards and have been entangled in utopian fantasies ever since, 
into which they have dragged the whole world, Their era, their young 
generations, who, as always, wanted to be smarter than previous gene- 
rations and were therefore only looking for an excuse to carelessly 
throw away the worldly-wise advice of their elders, gained from thou- 
sands of years of life experience, because they imagined that this time 
they were the smartest generation with the right ideas, the right per- 
ception of the world, which an innocent man like us male losers would 
have constructed completely differently from them. This is how many 
disastrous revolutions have started, with the arrogance of young 
people who wanted to oust their parents from the fleshpots on some 
pretext or other. 


Since the hippies, most trips have followed the well-worn paths 
that those hippies opened up on their trips with LSD, which were 
dosed much higher than mine, which is why it is difficult for me to 
compete my strength of mind in this fluctuating whirlpool of LSD 
with that of the hippies on their God doses, which it was probably 
blasphemous to try and which left consequences that their eccentric 
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hippie dreams then brought to us all and haunt us, which we cannot 
get rid of because you remain driven by your utopias and ideologies, 
which back in 1968 were just the excuse of one generation among 
many to bring themselves to power in life and the media, unfortunate- 
ly also in politics, because that's the biggest of your damn mistakes, if 
you're going to make rubbish, then limit it to your own lives and don't 
drag whole generations into an absurd maelstrom, just because you 
liked it so much in 1968, regardless of the consequences, and so stub- 
bornly that you would never be able to question the fundamentals of 
your thinking, and damn it, it's even more important to question your 
perception. Because the reality that you construct and believe you 
perceive is miles away from reality. 


Today, trips are usually taken in the broken conditions spread by 
hippies, confused in their sex and driven by ideology, so that new 
approaches can hardly emerge and the mentality of 1968 is reprodu- 
ced. 


Sometimes it is no longer clear to me exactly in which direction 
the letters flow, but hippies were even less clear back then on their 
much more powerful trips, from which they and their successors have 
not come down to this day, which characterise and destroy our every- 
day lives. 


Basically, civilisations are just a game mechanism, an artful 
pattern in which life is formed, but unfortunately random bodies with 
drunk or otherwise unclear brains succeed in procreating, which others 
fail to do because they are not fashionable, are not built up by the 
media and therefore do not exist in the perception of our own girls, 
like the world ... which instead falls for one crazy fantasy after ano- 
ther, just never gets to the bottom of reality, what is at the core of 
human life, what is culture. 


In this upside-down world, even procreation has been derailed. 
The whole world has been invited to this damned, fucking party, and 
maybe that's why, in this miserable mess, in the end it's deluded idiots 
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who always come out on top, who have shagged the fertile girls, 
fathered children for them, who can no longer cope with the nonsense 
their parents have been up to, which is why they have fallen for the 
craziest and most narrow-minded religious nutcases, the main thing 
being radical, so that they can clear up the nonsense we're stuck in 
here right now. Hey bros, that's not how it works, you see? And 
already half the ghetto is stuck together — so that's not right bros — and 
those outside the ghetto are even more horrified — so that's no good 
bros, eh where are we here, now we've got all these damn people we 
can't get on with any more, if only because they keep shagging our last 
sweet natural blondes and not a devil in the world cares about us, 
whether girls sleep with us, with all our painstakingly studied know- 
ledge, the talent of their muses, everything goes to hell the moment 
the girls say, no, not you, you don't appeal to my damn animalistic 
primeval instinct — I can't type anymore, it's dawning, I can't find the 
keys on my trip, on which I wanted to practise flirting with beautiful 
girls so that I finally end up in bed as a poet with the sweet white girls 
and father them children. With girls who constantly overlook the 
human souls of their own male losers because their perception is 
disturbed like the collective perception of our entire time. 
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And that's why, because of this aberration of the zeitgeist, a 
collective derailment, your own men are rejected, trained to achieve 
the highest goals, to father children like us, you have invited the whole 
fucking world to this endless party that we all have to pay for as 
cuckolds. Your whole perception is wrong, but you won't realise that, 
neither in reality nor on a trip. 


Damned and pasted up. I didn't want any of that. I wanted to take 
this LSD with a girl and then father bright children with fair eyes, 
light thoughts and yes, even light hair, and yes, if you accuse me of 
that, then it hides unjustified envy, because men from all over the 
world were lured to this shitty party with everywhere on earth highly 
sought-after blondes at the expense of male losers who always pay the 
bill, in peace through work, the fruits of which are ripped off from 
them, in war male losers are allowed to die as cattle for slaughter. But 
because of your perceptual disorder you don't see that, you don't see 
us, the highly educated male losers who are excluded from this party 
cursed by God and all the gods and have to pay for everything, you 
are indifferent because you listen to godforsaken primeval instincts 
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that prefer the street dog that is just passing by in a daze to the mind 
that has spent years studying books, patiently learning to become a 
maestro. You prefer any silly mutt that seems more fashionable, cuter, 
because the circumstances are confused, which could at least bring a 
little reason to animal instincts. 


It meanders off. Unfortunately, I'm wasting my trip, in which I 
wanted to playfully explore how I can become successful with the 
snow-white girls that so many men from all over the world are raving 
about, who have been invited to this cuckold party cursed by God and 
all the gods, which is taking place all over the Occident, not just in 
Berlin, which has already been exhausted by previous disasters. 
Instead of finally making progress with successful flirting and procre- 
ation, I have once again fallen into this eternally circling whirlpool of 
thoughts, from which there is no escape as from a curse that follows 
everywhere, because we are excluded as male losers who always bear 
the costs and pay after others have enjoyed themselves at our expense, 
which is why such a cuckold party, as the Occident has been for more 
than a century, probably since the French Revolution and subsequent 
aberrations, is doomed. 
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That is why this circus is cursed, this permanent party for men 
from all over the world, who receive here what is cruelly withheld 
from their own white, heterosexual male losers. That is why this party 
is cursed by God, no matter what faith you are, or by all gods, ye of 
many faiths. Only one thing is certain in this world: that this party is 
cursed. Be aware of this! Do not accept its invitation! Because, as is 
always the case when the fuses blow on the trip of world history, it has 
blown again because the naive, who thought they were incredibly 
clever and progressive, had once again lit the fuse on human nature. 
At first it seemed like a funny idea in the night. Hehe guys, the 
cuckold party is boring today. Let's do something. Yes, brother, take 
the fuse and light a little fire. 

-“Don't do it. You're playing with human nature. You're over- 
doing it again. I'm warning you with your godcursed cuckold party, 
one millimeter further and it'll go bang! Bang. That's not funny any- 
more.” 

-“Shut up, old man! How crabby are you?” 

-“T see something you don't see. You're playing with your life. 
When the male losers rise up, the fun is over. You're already cursed by 
all the gods.” 
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Around the world, this should fill the news instead of your idiotic 
construction of illusion that you have declared to be the new normal. 
You are not normal. You are the most insane of all. You are so insane 
that it's becoming dangerous. And it will go very wrong if you follow 
this cursed cuckold party into the West, because once the disaster 
begins, there will be no stopping it. Such is human nature. In 
hindsight, a lot can be read into it. The main thing is that it was always 
the others' fault! The bad guys were to blame, of course sir, you are 
quite normal with your crazy idea that it can be normal to twist 
perception so that you don't see the many male losers who pay for 
your fucking party, losers like me, the poet, who has to waste an entire 
trip of at most half the dosage to cope with not being able to learn how 
to be successful with sweet white girls even on this trip, for whom I 
was born and trained in decades of toil, but who throw themselves at 
men from all over the world and give birth to brats at this crock of 
shite party where even twelve-year-old children had syphilis in the 
1920s, the Strangerfuck Party, which was already a bollocks idea back 
then, because for the vast majority of men the 20s were not golden but 
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a shitty time, especially for us, exhausted and cheated at this cuckold 
party cursed by all the gods, from which I disinvite everyone. 


Don't come here! There are only obsessed lunatics running 
around here with the fuse to kindle at this sex party, what's it called 
again, I don't even know all these perversions, I can't even remember 
their names, it doesn't matter anyway in this Babylon, which was 
actually harmless, only 50,000 inhabitants or less, just a tiny little 
suburb today, and yet it's known to the puritans as a den of vice. I'm 
not so fond of that either. I don't care. I just want to finally sleep with 
sweet white girls born for me and father equally sweet white children 
with them, what these collective suicides want to forbid us to do in 
order to invite all the men of the world, for whom enough girls have 
been born in their homeland, to a devil's party that will predictably 
end in hell. 


Don't come here! Your game, cruel to us male losers, was too 
bitter. That guy over there doesn't light a fun party fire because you 
got bored at your goddamn fucking cuckold fetish party, after 5 hours 
the trip goes downhill again, I remember such an absurd word as 
fetish, which wouldn't even need to exist except in the Institute of 
Ethnology or Cultural Anthropology, wherein the hairsplitters are sure 
to see different things again. 
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Anyone who enters this party is gambling with his life. You are 
cursed. Don't come. You are invited by madmen who never came 
down from the trip they took sometime in the 1960s, or rather thought 
they were once again smarter than not only their parents, but all their 
ancestors and living culture put together, i.e. a wealth of knowledge 
accumulated over thousands of years. 


If you can't resist, come in! But it's already burning. The party 
will consume you. The party fire has long since turned into a wildfire. 
Don't play with the forces of nature! Don't play with the local male 
losers! Get out. It's time to get out. High time. It's getting more 
uncomfortable now. More so every day. Now you can still get home 
from the party. There are trains running. Don't let them run empty. The 
party is over. 

The male losers no longer pay. The incels are no longer paying, 
they become defiant. 


The whole darned cuckold and fetish party at the expense of male 
losers will blow up in your face. Boom! Go home. At some point, 
even this trip will end and leave behind a salad of letters that is as 
inedible as yesterday's leftovers from the pub. Or, given enough time, 
actually everything. Served. Come home safely, this place is already 
haunted by the forsaken spirits of the local male losers who are 
supposed to pay for your stupid fetish fun. 


Open the gates of your twisted perception. Why does it seem like 
the letters run backwards while typing? I have no idea. But your party 
is over. That's as sure as this trip is slowly ending, which I had to 
waste because I had neither girls nor flirting teachers nor a suitable 
group around me to let the free flow of this vortex of feeling and 
words unfold, to tap into deep sources that permeate everything, body, 
music, thoughts ... I wasted this trip at a fetish party cursed by all the 
gods, where other men enjoy, whom our crazy women have invited 
from all over the world to humiliate us, who are of their blood, their 
culture, whose soul we share and understand. But they have rejected 
us, invited you to humiliate us. Do not forget that all your pleasure, 
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your fun, is at our expense, that we do not let it happen voluntarily or 
watch it. This party is cursed! You are cursed! All are cursed who 
participate in this frigging party. Don't do it! Go. 


Stupid twist; I wanted to flow with “Les taches de rousseur” by 
Mireille Darc, a sweet music video of a seductive, freckled blonde 
from 1970, to successfully learn to flirt, to move on. But at this dead 
centre there is no progress except the procreation of life, which 
mentally and physically continues the endless line of our ancestors, 
which must never be interrupted, because otherwise it will all have 
been in vain, our parents and their parents will die out with us 
backwards if we fail to pass on the torch of life to descendants who 
are like us and our ancestors. In life as in the trip, the whole vortex 
hangs on the local male losers, who must finally come to our attention, 
our perception, trigger feelings in you, be recognised again, receive 
the love they deserve, and in the process produce their own biological 
children who resemble them, not like at this cuckold party cursed by 
god. Boom boom boom. 


I wasted the whole beautiful trip because I got stuck at the same 
point in swirls as in life, not having enough success with girls and 
moreover socialising to use this trip, practising flirting, socialising and 
even more so learning to arrive sexually. As always, the same vicious 
circle, a cat biting its own tail in a swirl to nowhere, nirvana, because I 
don't attract enough to be able to practise with them on this trip and 
make my breakthrough, socially and in procreation. No, because I am 
a male loser, I remain a local male loser. That's the vicious circle of 
world history. 


Now it is already five and a half hours old, this trip with at most 
half the dosage, which in turn was only half of what was taken in the 
1960s of the same LSD that I had received in its purest form long ago, 
in an envelope with ancient Irish characters or runes or whatever. 
Anyway, the originator of that LSD was a mystic who was convinced 
of his message, to spread his good vibes he passed on the genuine, 
unadulterated LSD, which I have faithfully preserved in suitable 
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circumstances, which I will by no means divulge, until today, when it 
has been wasted on a useless cuckold party where the outraged 
cuckolds are still waiting to make their entrance, carefully restrained 
by morally slavering fetish festival security guards. 


Because the organisers, who feel morally far superior to reality, 
are still dithering about whether they should really let the incel- 
cuckolds of this cuckold party, who are getting angrier by the day, on 
stage, or whether they would rather ban their appearance, while they 
are still trying to invite as many guests as possible on the world wide 
web by promising them that they are the suitors of a blonde noble puff 
who don't even have to pay, but can even collect gigolo wages in the 
event of a minor ailment that can be quickly invented. Well, who 
wants to stay at home when such a party beckons? It's worth it to shell 
out a few notes or debts to be part of the party of life, which I'm 
missing out on again as a male loser because I couldn't find girls or 
flirting teachers who would allow me to experience my trip with them 
and continue learning what I want to learn but can't because ... and so 
on, in an endless loop that no publisher wants to publish, but why the 
hell did you start this endless loop with me 50 years ago, 40 years ago, 
when no publisher could be found to print the story, which was not yet 
as deadlocked as it is today and which expresses our reality and a deep 
truth, which you are all suppressing, the truth of your own male losers, 
of the quicksand of history, the truth that remains hidden from you 
because your perception is distorted, not only by instincts that mislead 
you on a physical, unconscious level, but also because of the false, 
distorted construction of your reality? 
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Already centuries ago, a perception developed that made you 
perceive men negatively, especially male losers. This was blessed by 
philosophers during the Enlightenment. They all fell prey to this 
innate bias of perception that protected and favoured children and 
mothers. Without awareness of the balance of nature, this was pos- 
sible. But then male strengths were destroyed, humans thought about 
themselves, and the perception developed by evolutionary forces 
became an ideology. Since then, contempt for male losers and their 
numbers have increased. That is the problem. Your perception of the 
world is wrong. That's exactly what you don't want to recognise. The 
result is the worldwide cuckold party at our expense, that of the 
excluded, despised domestic male losers. 


Almost six hours have passed. It's going down soon. I don't want 
to bother with you any more. You're ruining my trip, my life. If I'm not 
socialising, practising approaching and seducing girls and learning 
after the LSD has reset all the filters and initiated a learning phase like 
in childhood, at least according to an animal study on trained mice 
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that was recently published — Jesus, my sentences are far too logical 
again! This beautiful, unfortunately wasted trip, which I had to 
squander on stupid typing because IJ had nothing better to do anyway, 
is coming to an end. Now I want to dedicate the rest of the trip to 
tinned music, baroque Bach music, chansons and songs by sensitive 
girls who are no more, but of whom videos bear witness, beguiling me 
for the rest of my journey today on this eternally circling vortex that 
always revolves around the same pole like a stuck trip, because 
nothing goddamn changes for a local male loser who is excluded from 
the very party for which he and his descendants will have to pay 
forever. Shitty party. 


With Ann Sorel and “Le Prélude ... et la Suite”, including “Les 
Malheurs de la Vertu”, the trip begins to fade, the twilight of dull 
reality dawning on my wasted journey, prepared for a higher purpose 
by a magical substance creator, modelled by a chemist, which I have 
preserved for a long time, because no better opportunity may come to 
use LSD more usefully. Ann's shadow play from 1970, in which she 
flirtatiously rejected the suggestion of teaching her counterpoint in the 
palace bedchambers as impertinence, began to sabotage the eroticism 
that was still sensually evoked with moans. The woman is allowed to 
enjoy, but a man can only imagine being the lucky winner: 

-“What do you think you're doing? Do you really think I'm that 
naive?” Most of them are male losers, and just as in their own lives 
and experiences, feminism historically pushed these losers back into 
their loser existence in 1968 at the very moment when they wanted to 
liberate themselves for the first time in history. But this was thwarted 
by insane utopias and dangerous ideologies that made them turn the 
bloody dictator Mao into a role model, Mao Bibles in hand. 


They were openly hostile to us native male losers as far back as 
1968, when they nominated the serial rapist of white women, the 
revolutionary black panther Eldridge Cleaver, as an alternative 
presidential candidate for that very reason, along with the insane 
ramblings of socialist and feminist speech bubbles that they continue 
to bubble on to this day without ceasing, never able to realise that they 
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have gone not a little, but fundamentally, principally, completely 
wrong, oppressing the already already oppressed more radically than 
ever before. Since 1968 they have been fighting against the “white, 
heterosexual man”, humiliating him however they can by courting all 
forces hostile to him sexually and politically, even choosing a non- 
white rapist like Eldridge Cleaver as a political idol in 1968, or a mob 
that thanked them with riots, that left entire neighbourhoods of the US 
in shambles, or invite the whole world to the most gigantic involunta- 
ry cuckold party ever seen, and wonder when their boundless mental 
cruelty is not met with enthusiasm, but wants to be ended with all the 
might of the oppressed losers. 


Already her song echoes this prohibition that men should not 
actually harbour such thoughts, which she celebrates with relish and 
provocatively arouses in men. This is a blatant ambiguity: she seducti- 
vely lures men in order to forbid them to do exactly that, sensibly 
based on the image of the Marquis de Sade's treatise after which 
sadism is named. 

Second-wave feminism captured in an instant. 

“No. You're crazy... And why are you closing the window?” 


Seven and a half hours have passed. Logic has put its feelers out 
for me, no longer resisting my sentence formation. Marie Laforét 
sings about “La Tendresse”, about tenderness and love, but they are no 
longer able to envelop my heart as deeply as they did a few hours ago. 
A trip wasted on bad times. I'm still stunned by how banal it is to be 
successful, but yet closed to myself. Girls don't open up to me the way 
they do to the flirt master, who doesn't offer anything profound in 
terms of content, but is quick-witted and right in the moment. He also 
knows girls, knows how they joke and can get them to accept him as 
their equal when joking. That's enough. The rest is done by physical 
signals and experience. Girls always switch channels differently with 
me. They never allow this open banter with me; they protect themsel- 
ves from something imaginary, perhaps as if I were a danger, but the 
rest of the men in the world who they accept to the party are not. It 
seems incomprehensible, but that's the way it is. I don't achieve this 
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openness towards me, and if I do, then it falls apart the next moment 
at the latest, because I don't have any good experience of what makes 
girls tick today. 


Songs and chansons from bygone eras, when girls were brought 
up, educated and in a completely different frame of mind, do not help 
at all in our uprooted times and even disturb, are exactly what they are 
afraid of. They are not looking for warmth, but ‘coolness’. You have 
to appear ‘cool’, otherwise you'll be left behind. Human warmth ap- 
pears ‘uncool’ and ‘creepy’. Everything is perceived the wrong way 
round. In every detail, this is exactly the opposite of what I am used to 
in my culture. Every little subconscious impulse is interpreted exactly 
the opposite of how I mean it and how it was in the context of traditio- 
nal culture. 


In addition, a male loser also unconsciously radiates this very 
loser-ness, which makes all girls reject him sexually instead of 
helping. Everything is inverted. For male losers the world is upside 
down, every detail is organised to his greatest possible disadvantage. 
Therefore it seems to him that the world wants to harm him. The 
evolutionary mechanism that excludes male losers from reproduction 
has been running amok, going haywire, ever since humans started 
thinking about relations of the sexes, while unconsciously being 
misled by this innate contempt and rejection of male losers. The result 
was a seductive but misleading Enlightenment philosophy full of 
misandry and with women as figures of light set against men, who 
were presented in a negative way (see Christoph Kucklick, “The 
Immoral Sex”). This distortion of perception gave rise to feminism. 
Contempt for local male losers grew steadily. Today it is so total that 
books about local male losers simply cannot be published by the 
media and publishers, not to mention that they are so stubborn that 
they would literally chop off their hands rather than allow a book 
about native male losers. Keeping them suppressed at all costs seems 
to be the last and strongest taboo left in this depraved permanent party 
cesspool. 


2D 


Marie-Blanche Vergne sings about the parasols under which men 
from all over the world marvelled at her in the video film back then. 
That was just modern. Today it has gone wrong. Our male losers are 
still waiting in vain to produce the clever offspring for which they 
were born, raised and educated. Something is wrong in your world, 
and not just a little, but hugely and fundamentally. The stark contrast 
to reality will shred your utopias like soap bubbles blown to the 
ground by a storm. You will not be able to suppress the indigenous 
male losers for all eternity, and the longer you wait to recognise them, 
the bigger the bang will be. 


The bang cannot be prevented. It is your work. You have been 
working on it for generations and you have always exacerbated it to 
the best of your ability. The longer you try to hold it back, the worse it 
will get. Give it up. You've gone too far for too long. You have no 
chance. Just retreat in good time before things really get out of hand. 
Swallow the agitation with which you have persecuted us for decades 
and leave. You've run yourselves into the ground. Every moment you 
hesitate and cling to the power you have so badly abused, you make it 
worse for yourselves. Resign. Immediately. Anything you do now will 
make your situation worse and will be used against you. This is a 
warning, trip or not. 


Eight hours. Too much time wasted on negative topics. As long 
as this point remains unresolved, things cannot become positive. Be- 
cause the real situation is getting worse every day; there is no pro- 
gress, no result, therefore no positive development and topics. Time 
for music, food and other thoughts. I want to move on, not get stuck, 
neither in life nor in the last hour of the trip, which is just winding 
down. But I'm not allowed to go so far that I can get any further ... Is 
that so difficult to understand? Hardly, actually. It's the total empathy 
block towards native male losers that leaves you with nothing to 


grasp. 


Marie-Blance Vergne sings about the little porcelain horse with 
blue eyes. It may tell her charming lies; her hero may simply hug her 
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and she doesn't know why she likes it. I'm not allowed to. It's just the 
way it is. You can't question that. Women are destiny like the weather 
once was, sent by gods or heavenly forces. Are you a male loser? 
Force majeure. Your own fault. Take your pick. You just have to 
accept it. You're not allowed to be a winner, you're not allowed to 
reproduce because you're a loser, understand? We already notice this 
in subliminal signals. We don't treat you as one of us, but we do regard 
men lured from all over the world who have fallen for this party. Don't 
fall for it, it's a serious mistake. 


At this crucial point, every friendship breaks down: the native 
male losers don't want to be losers. Either you let them out of the trap 
they are caught in, or you are part of the trap. All utopias and ideolo- 
gies will fall apart as a result. Those who do not let the indigenous, 
heterosexual male losers out of their trap will themselves become part 
of this trap and its effects. 


Brandenburg Concertos 

Mireille Darc, several times: Les taches de rousseur 

Mireille Darc, Le pays de 2 soleils 

Marie Laforét, La Plage, although “Pourquoi les hommes 
pleurent” would have fitted better. 

Albigail Alma, The Border Guard 

Tomaso Albinoni, Adagio 

Infields, with charlatans standing out more clearly from persona- 
lities than usual. My gosh, the one produced himself like an idiot. It's 
hard to believe that he still gets laid with it. I'd do well, if at all, to 
learn from someone who is at least a personality, not a stilted one ... 
My voice from a year or two ago was extremely embarrassing. Many 
people are supposed to feel that way when they hear themselves, but 
no, what a too high, weak voice, so absolutely betabrav, how do I get 
away from it? 

Oh dear, what's going on? Is pickup and flirt school, what used to 
be theatre school, ending in theatrical thunder, just hollow, but charis- 
matic and effective, seducing girls by the dozen, just like pop groups, 
Beatlemania, whereas a growing majority of normal men are rebuffed, 
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rejected, fail because they haven't rehearsed according to the latest fad 
of their era, how derailed girls can be won over in a world ruled by 
primeval instincts because the culture that compensates for them has 
been paralysed by people who still celebrate themselves as humanity's 
benefactors and liberators for this paralysing and abolition of their 
own culture, which produces male losers in large numbers? They 
themselves enjoy a sweet life because they were at the forefront of the 
fashion fad of their time, no matter what it was called in the era. Today 
they are woke weirdos and rainbow-coloured. They used to have 
completely different characteristics, but they always consider them- 
selves to be progress, enjoying for themselves what they are ruining 
for the majority of male losers, then as now. 


It doesn't work without such ploys, not with these girls. If you 
don't have the tricks of the trade, you drown, your voice gets higher 
and higher and more and more insecure with every new failure, until 
you can no longer stand yourself in the recording. Then it's time to 
practise, to rehearse some crazy gimmick that comes across as charis- 
matic and successful with girls. Those who can pull off such stunts are 
brought to the forefront by primal instincts and the moronic media, 
which only ever mendaciously promote and impose their distorted 
views. This is how dazzlers, who are actually just very weak persona- 
lities, or rather a bundled lack of personality, became the latest rebelli- 
ous and revolutionary craze in the 1968s, similar to the 1930s, by 
rehearsing fashionable stunts that are pick-up today ... but let's not go 
there, otherwise my text will derail. The problem is always the same, a 
destroyed, severely damaged culture, which unleashes primeval in- 
stincts and gives them a power that they do not deserve in a civilisati- 
on or culture. In addition, feminism, which interprets everything the 
wrong way round and exaggerates the eternal oppression of the majo- 
rity of male losers to an extreme that exceeds all human measure until 
it rattles. The damage is then borne by the male losers. Male losers 
can't do anything right and are always blamed if something doesn't 
work out, because nothing a male loser can do is right and everything 
is wrong, just because he is a male loser for whom everything seems 
wrong, even if it would be perceived as right by others. 
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Everything that voices of native male losers say gets drowned, in 
life as in the media, which always misdirect our attention, write and 
report ridiculous fads and hysterias, anchor topics in our conscious- 
ness as centrepieces of life that are completely ridiculous inventions, 
not real. This goes from past eras of conspiracy theories to today's hy- 
sterias about CO2, or sexual confusions that were once almost 
unknown, very rare, but have now been written up and propagated as a 
mass phenomenon. Self-fulfilling hysterias and end-time sects. But 
inside such sects, what the sect does looks normal, what the dissident 
does appears abnormal. This is hardly any different here than in North 
Korea. 


Male losers are totally marginalised from our perception and em- 
pathy, no matter what political fads and hysteria are being chased 
through the media and zeitgeist. It is therefore pointless to offer books, 
articles or works of art on the subject of male losers. It is the sore sub- 
ject par excellence, an anathema. Even the great conspiracy theories 
pale in comparison, because this fading out is real, genuine, and is al- 
so based on an innate mechanism that requires great art to undermine. 


Today is a reversed era, in which what is considered a conspiracy 
theory may be proven tomorrow, a time in which everything is inver- 
ted to the aberration of the past, only that the twistedness has even 
grown. Only this time it is directed against our own people, the foun- 
ders and bearers of the West. It has always been directed against male 
losers. 


10.5 hours. I'm almost completely back. What a stupid, wasted 
trip! Just because I didn't have any suitable friends with me again to 
practise successful flirting with girls and enjoy this success to start a 
development for which all the basics are missing. Only with success 
can I develop the charisma I need to go down well with girls in the 
future and in society too. Only with this success, which has always 
been denied to me, can I develop the charisma to also succeed as an 
artist, as a personality in society, ideally as a guru figure who builds a 
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new culture that does not humiliate native men into losers, but sets 
them on a good path. Non-natives may do the same in their countries. 
No offence, but our girls are not enough for everyone and we need a 
home too. The cuckold party is over and will never happen again. We 
can be good friends by not taking anything away from each other. 
Agreed? 


Only when I learn to be successful with girls will I be able to find 
the charisma that is needed in our time. Every era has its own quirks. 
Once upon a time it was theatricality, today it's more the hollow, body- 
conscious shtick that somehow babbles funny nonsense under the 
radar until the girl takes the bait because she feels so well understood. 
I'm curious to see what the new fad of the coming era will be. Joking 
aside, I'm sick of the fuss. How about just getting back to normal and 
getting the native heterosexual male losers out of the undeserved mess 
you've put them in? 


Who doesn't dream that one morning everyone would wake up 
normally, as if after a strange trip, and behave normally again as they 
used to in good times, or that in good company, girls and men would 
find each other again and get along wonderfully? 


And where is my charisma now? Oh dear, that recording from a 
year and a half ago! I'm that beta! How can I get out of this trap? End- 
less loop. 


Holy cow, what an intense half trip it was, in which at times I 
could barely collect the letters and felt myself listening to the music 
and swaying to the rhythm as my arms and fingers drew the waves of 
the music in the air (“My tears become waves, my sighs a hurricane”, 
Telemann, sung by Nuria Rial), or tenderly embraced the girl singing 
in the video, who had risen like a hologram from a tin can, with a sad 
glow (Abigail) or a seductive glow (Mireille Darc, Les taches de rous- 
seur), actually a textbook example of a flirtatious blonde magical girl 
from 1970 for a young man who doesn't have one? 
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When I felt their faint images three-dimensionally at times and 
once, while listening to music, men with beards watched me skepti- 
cally, wondering what was going on, once with open, astonished 
mouths, a little like in the painting of the painter Munch's scream, only 
that these holes in their open mouths seemed like those that are 
counted in a Beatles song, filling the Albert Hall? That was “A day in 
the life”, but those holes in the men's mouths open in amazement, 
wondering whether they should be afraid or whether that tripping dude 
was just like them, hammering all this stuff into the keys and 
constantly missing, but still finding the correction key, without which 
even AI would have a problem making sense of the medley. “Oh, is he 
one of us?” 


These were the men whose mouths were no longer holes to fill 
the Albert Hall, but tested this conductor of his trip, who conducted 
canned music like a lambent serpent bending to the beat of the musical 
ocean, and who caressed singing female vocalists, who have long ago 
left this world, over their youthful likeness in the spectacle of their 
song? Those songs were still about love, without the mess that has 
since flooded our consciousness. Or these men were saying with their 
hole amazement “Oh dear. What's going on? Should we be afraid?” 
It's all just a trip, but does everyone know that? It was only half a 
dose, a quarter of what young people used to take as a standard dose 
in the 1960s, indivisible on a cube back then. Do I need to elaborate 
on what was going on? Even the little man, who would have liked to 
be taller, went to sleep. I still need to develop my voice, posture and 
charisma so that a trip with girls without a sleep break is a success. 
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Eleven hours. Finish. 
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Flight 
27.10.2023 


Fitter a flight delay that caused me to miss my overnight connecting 
flight and be stranded in Lisbon, I arrived safely. Frankfurt am Main, 
which once boasted that it was the most international city in West 
Germany, where locals are now a minority, is ruined. Our plane stood 
for an hour after boarding was completed, waiting to be refueled. But 
Frankfurt Airport, which once boasted of having the most flights of 
any continental European airport, is now so broken that they can no 
longer provide fuel trucks to refuel regular flights on time. That didn't 
seem to be the only problem, as we waited on the tarmac for another 
long time. Simply embarrassing. This country has gone from once 
admired technology and organization to broken, a laughing stock. 


As in Berlin, other cities and now even small towns, which have 
been ‘delighted’ across the board so that no original, unspoiled rem- 
nants can be preserved anywhere in the country, most of the men 
visible in towns and villages are darker-skinned than the original in- 
habitants, so they not only come from abroad, but also from a distant 
foreign country. This mainly applies to men. Girls and women are 
mostly white and local. Accordingly, couples at a younger age are 
usually he darker, she white. This applies to many countries in the 
West, which is in the process of abolishing itself hereditarily forever, 
but in our country it is predominantly local girls who go with foreign 
men who come to us from all over the world, while more and more of 
our local light men can be seen without girls, without women, let 
alone without children. That's why they are increasingly dying out like 
the Neanderthals, whose Y chromosome has gone extinct. 


Local men become incels who are sexlessly rejected by girls with 
no chance of procreation and reproduction. This is the greatest folly of 
our age. Our ancestors were absolutely right to want to reject and con- 
tain excessive mixing out of an instinct for survival, only they did it 
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with the wrong ideas and methods. The basic idea, however, is obvi- 
ously a matter of survival, as we experience and suffer every day. 


Even on the plane it went on like this. Behind me sat a white- 
skinned, fair-haired girl with a man who had slightly browner skin and 
more southern curls, perhaps a Latino. Between them sat their little 
mixed-race child, who delighted the airline employees. The three re- 
ceived preferential treatment; things were handed to them attentively, 
and the staff beamed, whether male or female. They receive a lot of 
empathy, but it is completely impossible and unthinkable for them to 
even notice that at the same time there are many local men who have 
no chance of having local girls, no happiness in life, no ability to 
reproduce. 


These incels, childless against their will, are overlooked, receive 
no empathy, no compassion, are not given preferential treatment like 
those mixed-race couples who make our girls scarcer so that there are 
not enough for everyone. Contemporaries are not even capable of no- 
ticing these native losers and incels. If they speak out, they do not 
receive sympathy, but are insulted savagely, are blamed for everything 
and are called ‘racists’ to boot. The accusation of ‘racism’ has thus be- 
come a method of sexual and demographic genosuicide against nati- 
ves, i.e. in our case, white, native Europeans. 


Feminism and mass migration have destroyed the balance and 
relationships between the sexes. There is hatred and contempt instead 
of empathy for the resulting native male losers. 


Apart from this sad circumstance, which I can't change, life is 
good after my half trip. As I'd hoped, I've started to be in a flow state 
inwardly, I'm not so easily attached to feelings or unfortunate circum- 
stances. I am more involved in the flow of life, flow with everyday 
life, see more beautiful aspects. Even voices that were too loud no 
longer bother me; instead, I try to learn more masculinity from them. 
0815 music from stereos also no longer bothers me as shallow 
continuous sound — then I just go along like on a trip and forget about 
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it the next moment because it is irrelevant. In fact, a learning phase 
seems to have begun for a week to ten days, as in animal experiments 
with mice, which began to learn youthfully again after psychedelics 
during this period, overcoming drilled-in behavior. 


May life stay good. 


is 7 a i 
git 
J aida : ; = 


For the first time in Funchal, exploring the town and memorizing 
the way to the hostel, one or even several girls looked at me nicely. 
This is so important. I was about to turn back and walk up the slope 
when I felt faint with hunger. My stomach has recovered and wants to 
make up for what it missed two days ago. The trip is also having an 
after-effect; I'm paying more attention to the world around me — ex- 
cept in my thoughts, which unfortunately I still often do — and to my- 
self. So I turned around to fortify myself. I stopped at the first small 
restaurant, more for locals, with reasonable prices. There was a conti- 
nuous news program on TV, reporting on world events in Gaza and 
Ukraine as well as a strike in the health service. Within minutes, I 
began to get used to Portuguese. The first time I heard the word 
‘Satide’, I thought of a minister from Saudi Arabia, especially as 
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shortly afterwards an Arab seemed to complain about Israel's military 
response to the slaughter in some villages and the Nova Psytrance 
Festival, where the Buddha was suddenly looking at 260 corpses 
instead of peaceful dancers. A little later I realized that ‘Satde’ must 
mean health, so the ‘1’ in ‘Salud’ had obviously dropped out. I also 
recognized other words on the text that ran across the screen in a tape 
because they were recognizable by similarities to Latin, Spanish or 
French. 


Perhaps the trip also accelerated this learning. I was served by a 
nice girl. -“I hope you like it!” she said with a warm smile and look 
when I ordered. That felt good. "Did you like it?" she asked after- 
wards. 


Although life is good, improved, the same crap haunts me as at 
home. A number of tourists spoke German, including two young boys 
of a young age who were walking back from the coast towards the old 
town in front of me. Even while shopping, the mother and child were 
chatting in German — with her boyfriend, a half-dark-skinned Arab. 
They reproduce, they push us to become incels. Perhaps our ancestors 
had an inkling of what kind of shit was coming our way. 


I would never have thought that it could be so easy for me. A 
blonde girl was standing on a wide sidewalk. I realized later that she 
also had blue eyes. She was typing and swiping on her phone. 

-“You look like you're looking for something.” 

-“No, not that. I just came from over there.” 

-“That's where I just came from. They had beautiful painted 
tiles.” 

-,, Yes, they're beautiful.” 


36 


-“T've just seen that there's a music festival for the next three days 
— for early music. What are you up to?” 

-“T'm just returning from a day trip. Hiking.” 

-“Oh, sporty. Then you're probably tired from your trip.” 

-“Not so. It rained at times.” 

-“Here too. But I wouldn't call the few droplets rain.” 

-“We were at the tip of the island, on a peninsula. It was really 
windy and rainy there, but then the sun broke through again. The air 
was still warm.” 

-“That's probably why they call Madeira the island of spring.” 

-“That fits. It's always warm. The rain was more like ... I don't 
know how to put it in English.” 

Meanwhile, I always had a deep voice. Since the trip, it seems to 
work better and go down well. 

-“Oh, are you struggling with words? I felt the same way earlier. 
I couldn't think of an English term either.” 

That had been during my conversation with staff at the arts insti- 
tution where the Antique Music Festival starts today. I couldn't think 
of what to call a ‘rehearsal’ before a performance in English. 
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“Tt never gets as hot here as on the Canary Islands.” 
-“T've never been there.” 

-“Tt can get over 30°C there.” 

-“That's really hot then.” 


= 


I was also in Porto. They have lots of beautifully painted tiles 


there.” 

-“So in the cities. I also started with the big cities. Now I visit 
smaller places.” 

-““Where are you from?” 

-“From Poland” 

-“Then we're neighbours. I'm from Germany.” 

Now I told her how I arrived late in Funchal today because a 
flight was so delayed that the connecting flight wouldn't let anyone on. 

“A fuel truck was missing, so we had to wait an hour on the 
plane.” 

-“Flying is always an adventure, something unforeseen can easily 
happen. The main thing is that we fly safely,” she said. 

-“What's your plan? Are you going to the early music festival?” 
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-“T'm already packing, I've been here for a week, but I'm leaving 
tomorrow.” 


Some of the people I'm studying with would have immediately 
picked up a girl for tonight. But that's way too short and too little for 
me, even though she'd responded fantastically well to me so far. The 
rest was just social practice for me. Maybe my trip does help. 

-““Are you flying home to Poland or where are you going?” 

I was hoping she might live in Germany or even Berlin. 

-“No, I'm flying to the Algarve. I like it.” 

After some more chatting — she walked with me as a matter of 
course — she waved me goodbye, beaming. 

-““Have a nice evening and have a good flight to the Algarve.” 


4 


Almost a pity. Just missed is also a miss. 


Tiredness after several nights with hardly any sleep, the first be- 
cause of stomach pains, the second because I was tensely waiting for 
the flight, not to oversleep it, and the third because I got stuck in 
Lisbon in the middle of the night, where I could only sleep for a few 
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hours before getting up early to check in, takes its toll. I had to cut one 
concert visit short because I got tired. 
~~ SS 


SS 


On the way, in the darkness of early night, I passed the same two 
girls I had already seen during the day. One of them had a rust-red 
scarf the size of a handkerchief draped over her head as jewellery. It 
only occurred to me afterwards that I could have said just as naturally 
as before: -‘Hey, I've already seen you two in the old town this 
afternoon. It looks like you're returning from your shopping trip.’ As 
relaxed as many people are here, that could have worked, and if not, it 
would have been good social practice. 


It's grotesque how easy things can be for desired men that are 
difficult for me. Those who are selected don't need to do much except 
appeal to women's unconscious instincts in a masculine and charisma- 
tic way. Flirt masters explain that women themselves don't know why 
they find flirt artists likeable; they simply listen to their inner voice, 
which is ultimately instinct-based. This instinct, however, is terrible, 
turns many good men into incels and makes them melt for flirt masters 
who don't care about them and are often hollow. But in this society it 
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is forbidden and impossible to criticise women's instincts. A man has 
to accept them like fate or divine decisions. That's a very wrong atti- 
tude, but it is the unwritten law of our epoch. 


I'd barely eaten a proper meal when my legs were once again 
cheerfully whizzing up and down the slope several times; their leaden 
tiredness turned into freshness. 


In a side street with few people, I saw a couple of the same type 
twice in quick succession: she white, he half-brown with jet-black 
curls. White young men, like some German boys, mostly without 
girls. Our society abolishes us and doesn't allow us to express oursel- 
ves. We are the losers of diversity, excluded with the phrase of inclusi- 
on, which includes foreign men from all over the world, but not us, 
often excluded as incels. It is against us that the society that calls itself 
tolerant shows its ruthless, systematic intolerance. While those who do 
not belong to us are protected and favoured, we are left to die out for 
lack of access to our native girls and because of their reluctance to 
father children with us. 


As I was about to write this down, I heard the constant repetition 
of a canned announcement by an electronically generated voice from 
the balcony directly outside my window at short, irregular intervals: 
“This is an environmental problem.” ... “This is an environmental 
problem.” ... “This is an environmental problem.” ... “This is an envi- 
ronmental problem.” ... In between a voice, then again irregular 
repetition “This is an environmental problem.” ... Has she got bats in 
her gelfry? In any case, this disturbed me while I was writing, which 
requires complete immersion without interference from the environ- 
ment. Such false tones prevent me from reaching the poetic state of 
flow. I went out onto the terrace, where right outside my window sat a 
woman with her mobile phone, who had already struck me as strange 
that morning when she was sitting on the terrace of the breakfast 
room. 
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Madeira 
28.10.2023 


fis I set off from the breakfast room, a girl who looked Portuguese, 
possibly one of the staff, picked up a few small things. I wanted to say 
hello, but hesitated. -‘Can I do that?’ I asked myself, ‘Or will she think 
something wrong?’ This was twisted several times and is typical of the 
self-doubt that masters criticise beginners for. Of course I could; per- 
haps she was expecting my greeting. Even if a conversation should 
mean something, I could, although this is usually neither the case nor 
advisable in an inn because it is foolish and easily harmful. 


This continued on the way as a woman dragged her wheeled suit- 
case along the wide promenade, staring spellbound at her phone. My 
intuition whispered to me: -‘Hello, you look like you've just arrived or 
are about to leave.’ But I didn't say that. She was a few steps ahead 
and I was too paralysed or cowardly to catch up with a few sentences 
of spurt to tell her my situative opener, because it would be noticed 
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here and observed by many people who might otherwise pull the 
emergency brake on my next attempt in the area. 


-“You look like a zebra with your stripes,” I said to a girl who 
had thin black stripes on her white trousers after catching up. 

-“Thank you” 

-“Any zebra would be jealous. Where are you from?” 

-“Sorry, I'm going to the hospital.”, her eyes on her phone and 
ahead. Rejected. 


Excursion to Praia Formosa from 13:00. 

Like yesterday, I reached a park where I took photographs. A 
group of three Polish girls sitting on the grass also reacted coldly; I 
failed to arouse any interest when I stepped onto the stone edge from 
below, about half a metre high, to walk across the lawn to them. 

-“Ts this the way to Praia Formosa?” I asked them just for the 
sake of asking, because I was sure of my path. 

-“Yes, it's a two-hour walk.” 

I don't know why they were exaggerating. Didn't they think I 
could keep up a good pace? 

-“T don't think so. I run fast.” 

-“Then it's an hour and a half.” 

Further down, an older lady in the tourist information centre had 
estimated 50 minutes because I have such long legs, from a little fur- 
ther away. 

-“Where are you from?” 

-“From Poland.” 

-“Oh, then we're neighbours.” My standard answer today, be- 
cause all the girls were either from Poland or Belgium, unless in rare 
cases they were Madeiran Portuguese. I continued a little weakly, in- 
stead of immediately starting to tease her about her tattoos. 

“Are you here on holiday?” 

-“We live here.” 

Still I stayed on this track. That wasn't interesting enough. A bit 
of a lull. 

-“What are you doing, working or studying?” 


= | — ae “ae 
They replied something that wasn't relevant, so I forgot about it. 
Inwardly, I had the feeling that because they lived here all the time 
and saw lots of tourists coming and going, they might not be interes- 
ted in me as a short-term visitor. A weakness. I still lack confidence 
due to a lack of good experience. 

-“You've chosen a place with spring all year round. Last winter I 
was in the Canary Islands, where many people from northern Europe 
worked or studied.” 

The reaction of all three was cold, in stark contrast to yesterday. 
The sentence seems too long as I type it from my notepad; I should 
have said something about them straight away and switched into flirt 
mode. 

“You have jewellery like a leaf in your ear,” I told to the middle 
of the three. 

She explained which plant it was from. I didn't understand the 
name. That was the first personal twist in the conversation. I should 
have done more of that, praised her looks or made a joke out of it. I 
didn't get any further with the topic of looks; because her attention 


44 


waned, no interest was shown, I ended the viscous conversation with 
good wishes for the day and continued walking towards the beach. 


-“Ts this the way to Praia Formosa?” 

-“Yes, about a 20-minute walk.” 

On closer inspection, she was of maternal age, not the age to 
become a mother. But the latter is the secret meaning of all the efforts 
and contortions that men have to make in order not to fall childless 
from the carousel of evolution into a dead end of extinction. 


Older mother with mature daughter. 

-“Am I in the right place for the beautiful beach?” 

The Portuguese have it with ‘r’ and ‘1’: place means plaza in Spa- 
nish, praca in Portuguese. Playa becomes praia. They thought the di- 
rection was right, but were uninterested. Moreover, A told me at my 
14-day boot camp that it was difficult for me at my age to flirt with 
her daughter when I was older than the mother at her side. Although 
he didn't get me anywhere and didn't actually teach me anything use- 
ful, he did instil this inhibition in me. Perhaps it would have been bet- 
ter if I had never met him and never paid him money, which I have to 
write off as a lesson without an apprenticeship. I ate lunch on the way. 
I'm paying more attention to eating regularly and well. It's partly be- 
cause I'm on holiday and partly because of the trip two days before I 
leave. I used to neglect my body when I was writing or otherwise wor- 
king. Work, especially artistic or intellectual work, had always been 
more important to me than eating, sleeping, my body. Now I am closer 
to signs of what I need in everyday life, but at the same time less 
involved when approaching girls. 
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Finally, I asked a girl who was walking towards me on a very 
long bridge whether it was shorter to go straight across it or back- 
wards to the beach. 

-“T walk round here to the beach in the morning.” she said, poin- 
ting backwards for me, “It's shorter.” 

-““Are you here on holiday?” 

-““Yes.” 

-“Two fools, one thought. Me too. ... You have such flowery 
tattoos. Is your attitude that flowery?”, I used a German proverb. 

-“No, not at all... Kind of a bit sometimes,” she contradicted her- 
self. She was obviously already in rejection mode, trying to present 
herself as unsuitable for me getting tangled up in the process. I've had 
a deeper, more masculine voice since my trip, or that's how I perceive 
mine. 

-“You've chosen a lot of plant motifs. Where are you from?” 

-“Germany” 

-““Oh, then we can talk how the beak has grown,” I switched the 
language. 
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-“You too?” 

-““What are you doing today?” 

-“T have a meeting with friends.” 

-“Great. After your meeting, we'll have tea together here.” 

-“That's not possible. I have an appointment here.” 

-“So you're going on holiday to Madeira to have an appointment 
here,” I teased. 

-“Tt's not like that,” she defended herself, “I'm here to tune out. 
That's why I'm here alone.” 

The next self-contradiction when I got rid of her. Rebuffed. She 
hurried on. As she had said it was shorter in her direction, I turned 
round, but walked more slowly so as not to disturb her and found the 
right path. A woman was walking in front of me, not a girl, perhaps 
more like a mother, whether a holidaymaker or a local. Neither was 
recognisable from behind. So I hesitated and then saw the mother and 
daughter I had asked for directions from behind. So I abandoned the 
opportunity, gave up and hurried on through a tunnel with a few 
openings where the water splashing into the hollowed-out rocks 
sprayed spume. At one point, a bird flew past the small opening, but it 
was too fast to press the camera shutter in time to capture the best 
subject. With my equipment ready, I waited in vain for another bird to 
fly past. 


A black pebble beach awaited me, which had only attracted a few 
bathers. A group of three girls with just one boy strolled towards me. 
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-“You seem to love devilish tattoos, all black with red flames 
from hell,” I said to the middle one because she was the easiest to talk 
to. The other two were pretty, but wore less noticeable features, so 
would have required more talent to approach. 

-“Yeah, I kind of like that.” 

-“So you're the devilish one of the three of you. I have to watch 
out for you,” I replied in a deep pelvic voice, thinking of the physical. 
I've learnt this from several flirting teachers, both the rhetoric and the 
side thoughts, which I used to dislike but which actually make my 
voice more appealing to girls. It sounds crazy, but it's true: a decent 
boy who thinks about nothing repels girls with his voice because it's 
cerebral and not physical. But a boy who has naughty thoughts about 
how to get on with a girl changes his voice so that girls find it nice and 
likeable. I have tried this myself at festivals. After I did literature 
readings in front of the girl's tent, imagining making love to her, 
gently penetrating her, the girl told me that my voice was very 
pleasant while reading. Nevertheless, she neither bought a book nor 
went on a date. So something was still missing. But predictably, my 
voice was found less likeable when, as a shy, decent boy, I harboured 
no sexual ideas in the background. Women interpret things the wrong 
way round from a cultural or even male perspective. Women are 
paradoxical. But that is not allowed to be said in a feminist society. 
The truth is taboo. 
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-“Maybe I'm a bit diabolical,” she replied. 

-“Your hair is also slightly reddish.” (dyed), I said, “Probably a 
reflection of the diabolical fire of your tattoos.” 

She put up with it, answered something. 

-“You have so many tattoos, you're like a walking painting 
exhibition. Where are you from?” 

-“From Poland.” 

Later, the boy would explain to me exactly where they were 
from. One of the girls was from Krakow, I've forgotten about the other 
two. In any case, it was Poland proper, not the areas from which Ger- 
man majorities were expelled. Even today, the two parts are still sepa- 
rated by a difference in mentality, even though the population has been 
exchanged. The core of Poland is largely conservative and EU-scepti- 
cal, whereas the expulsion areas are more pro-EU and rainbow- 
coloured. 

-“Oh, I've already met a few Polish tourists here.” 

-“We're number 1 in the world for Madeira vacationers,” she 
replied proudly, “And you?” 

-“Guess where I could be from.” 

-“From Germany. I recognized it from your accent.” 

-“Fine, then we're neighbours. What are you up to?” 

In the meantime, the boy had joined them and spoke to them in 
Polish. I talked to him about music. He and his group were into heavy 
metal; I told him about my range, which began with baroque music 
and ran through rock to electronic music, such as psytrance. At first he 
didn't understand this term due to different pronunciations. 

-“That's not my cup of tea,” he said. I then told him how I had 
got to know Goa by chance at a jazz festival because people had told 
me that my festival wristband was valid for the rave and had taken me 
along. I realised that the people were nice and that the driving bass 
had a powerful pull. Otherwise I would have preferred to listen to 
music with melody. He said that they played gigs, allegedly also at psy 
events, but preferred metal. This contradicts his statement that Psy is 
not his cup of tea. I'm not sure whether I misunderstood him or whe- 
ther he was contradicting himself. 
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The Polish girl with the devilish tattoos was the one of the three I 
spoke to the most, simply because she offered the easiest points of 
contact. The other two were perhaps prettier, but would have needed 
more skill in the art of conversation than I have at my disposal so far. 


In the meantime, we had arrived back in the tunnel with grottos. 
While they pulled out their cameras or mobile phones, I approached 
the hellishly tattooed one because she gave me the most solid basis for 
conversation among the girls. 

-““Are you here on Sunday?” I asked her, “There's an early music 
festival in Funchal then.” 

-“No, we're already leaving today.” 

-“Too bad.” 

That was unfortunate, because I had made friends with the group; 
it could have turned into something. I had successfully applied the re- 
commendations and rules of the flirting instructors for the first time, 
convinced the group, including the man, so that no obstacle could 
arise and no one would want to separate us if I flirted with a girl. 
There were no ‘cockblockers’ to worry about and the girl reacted nor- 
mally to me. 


He let me explain to him what old music was. 

-“Renaissance. Early Baroque. The Middle Ages.” 

He looked astonished. 

“T'm hurrying back to Funchal now,” I said goodbye. Unfortuna- 
tely, it was no use, even though making friends had worked out. 
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A woman in a green blouse sat on the railing at the edge of the 
stairs. 

-“You look like the mermaid in Copenhagen.” 

-“T don't know her.” 

-“You look like a mermaid in Denmark looking at the sea.” 

-“see” 

-“T've just been to a beautiful beach made of black pebbles. How 
marvellous!” 

By now, the famous joke (irony, pun) about Praia Formosa has 
become a little hackneyed. (Formosa means beautiful in Portuguese.) 

-“The waves are a bit high today. They wouldn't let us into the 
pool earlier.” 

-“Tt's safe as long as you're not pushed against the rocks.” 

She was obviously not alone here, looking down to the café at the 
entrance to the pools, through which tidal waves of the sea ran and 
sprayed up. Perhaps she was waiting for her family to appear. Fare- 
well, as there was no sign of interest. Down below, the four Polish just 
walked round a bend into my field of vision, so they saw me and my 
new conversation too. 
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The first bus stop since Black Beach. A woman was sitting alone. 

-“Does the bus to Funchal leave from here?” 

-“T don't know. I'm just sitting here to rest.” 

-“Good idea. I could do with one too. I've just hiked from Fun- 
chal to Praia Formosa with its black rocks. Where are you from?” 

-“From ***” 

-“Ts it here?” 

-““Yes, in the mountains.” 

-“Oh, then you're Madeiran. You could have been from anywhere 
by the looks of it.” 

-“Many people have already told me that. I probably don't look 
that Portuguese.” 

Too bad, that wasn't original enough. She would have been hap- 
pier with a new observation. 

-““Have a wonderful day.” 


A woman trotted past. Was she jogging or hurrying? Sport or 
running out of time? 
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-“Are you in a hurry or do you like hiking?” I tried, having 
caught up with her at a rapid pace. She bent her head towards me 
briefly to see what was going on, but carried on without answering. 
The worst reaction yet. Maybe I'm exhausted and therefore out of 
shape. I continued sprinting downhill towards the town. 

To a mother and youthful or rather adult daughter: 

-““Oh, both in red!” 


Her reaction was even more off, as was my approach, which was 
perhaps not a good idea to begin with. Tired from the constant 
walking, sweaty and neither physically nor mentally in top form. 
Perhaps exhausted men repel women just as much as needy ones. If 
you don't look cool, effortless and unintentional, you'll probably scare 
them off. If this is the case, physical exhaustion from constant running 
is enough to trigger a female defence reaction. 


A little further on, I came across a girl who looked feminine but 
might be too young for me, or I might be too old for her. So I hurried 
on. But her green eyes seemed nice. Should I have asked her how old 
she was? Experts would have asked for her age. 


I had now arrived in the centre of the new town, where there was 
merriment, jeering and a police cordon. I sat down a metre or two 
away from a girl with two pigtails, about whom I was also unsure how 
old or rather young she was. That's why I was very indirect at most. I 
started to take notes, adding the last rebuffs. 

-“Ts there something going on here?” I asked the girl with the two 
lightened pigtails on the round bench. 

-““What?!”’ she replied. Another fierce tone of rejection, as if my 
question was abstruse. 

-“Maybe a football match?” 

The crowd cheered as if at a goal scoring opportunity. It wasn't 
until the following day that I saw on electronic displays with adverti- 
sing posters and short messages that it was a women's march, 1.e. 
something political of a presumably weird kind. In any case, there 


53 


seem to have been mostly very one-sidedly weird women's demos in 
the West since 1968. 

Now there's something seriously wrong. This was the result of 
three increasingly embarrassing moments, after the morning had gone 
painstakingly and unsuccessfully, but reasonably well. 


Then a woman with a large black rucksack rushed towards me on 
the edge of the wide riverside road with its many cafés, small shops 
and restaurants. 

-“You look like returning from a hike.” 

-“Not today. I'm just meeting someone.” 

-“T also went on a hike. To Praia Formosa. What did I find? Black 
stones! Apparently they're considered beautiful here.” 

-“This is a beautiful island.” 

-““What's your name?” 

-““Alice” 

-““Are you from Wonderland?” 

“Yes” 

Maybe it was her I asked what kind of fairy she was, who wanted 
to be one but didn't know which one. 

-‘What kind of fairy are you?’ 

-‘I want to be one, but I don't know which.’ 

“T must go on now,” she turned to leave. 

-““Wait a minute! I'm Jan.” 

-““Are you travelling alone?” 

-‘That's how I travel the world. Life is like a journey.” 

-“Fine.” 

-“After your meeting, we should have tea together in a café 
here.” 

-“T'm meeting a friend I met on this beautiful island.” 

Too bad, too late. 
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According to the teachings of the flirt masters, I'm probably still 
uncalibrated. Because I don't have any really good conversations, I try 
to go on dates too early. Although, like E you can go like a bull at a 


gate, you need a funny personality like Efs to be able to do it success- 


fully because it passes for a joke. 


A quick visit to my accommodation refreshed me a little. With 
suitable clothing and lenses in my bag, I set off into the evening. 


In the end, the worm gnawed at me again, eating away all my 
efforts. Perhaps the state of physical exhaustion after hours of walking 
in the sun has a deterrent effect on women, or perhaps something 
unknown to me has left its mark since the return march. A woman in a 
pink blouse was sitting on the concrete edge of the lakeside prome- 
nade, writing notes. I did the same fifty metres further on, where I 
wrote down the rest of my attempts. Then I turned back and stopped in 
her vicinity, about three metres in front of her. 
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-“With your reddish blouse, you look like the sunset.” 
-“Thank you.” 
-“You must be taking notes from the day. I had the same idea.” 
-““Are you writing down events?” 
-“T observe with my mind, make notes in words and take pic- 
tures.” 

-“You also have a big camera. Mine is really small, but it takes 
good pictures.” 

-“The sun will set in half an hour. That'll make for good shots.” 

-“T was sitting over there yesterday and had a beautiful sunset.” 

-““Where are you from?” 

-“Belgium.” 

-“‘Ah, then we're neighbours.” 

-““And you?” 

-“Guess.” 

Tn" 

-“Well, my accent isn't French. From Germany.” 

Now I told her about my walk to the marvellous black stone 
beach and back. She'd been hiking for the last few days. 
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-“They say it rained in the mountains yesterday.” 

-“Not in our area. Three days of sunshine.” 

-“Afterwards it will be nice to sit in a café at sunset.” 

-“Maybe over there.” She pointed to a beach café without a buil- 
ding. 

-““Are you coming?” 

-“No. I have ...” I didn't understand that well. 

-“Do you have WhatsApp or email? Send me a message if 
something comes up.” 

-“T don't have any social media, just text messages from my 
iPhone.” 

-““Send me a message.” 

-“T'm not giving out my details. Besides, I'm leaving tomorrow.” 

It's just a pain in the arse in the building of the lives of male 
losers, who are constantly increasing in number. But my reports on 
this are indignantly suppressed, because society has a lack of empathy 
towards us and, with a fanatical obsession that masquerades as morali- 
ty, does not want to know what harm it is doing. Anyone who contra- 
dicts the zeitgeist is defamed as a right-wing populist or, better still, a 
fascist. It is strictly forbidden to speak out about the injustice perpetra- 
ted by contemporary society in the West. No one is allowed to questi- 
on or even disturb the anti-male and anti-white general thrust of the 
era. 

“It was nice to get to know you.” That's how I was rejected 
several times today, too. In plain language: there was still something 
missing to get to know her. 
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Today, while taking notes, a disturbing smell of nicotine wafted 
through the bathroom hatch from a smoker on our terrace for residents 
of this wing. I then changed the second lens in the camera bag, as I 
had just told the woman in evening pink, to the fast lens for the night. 


In front of a dark restaurant stood two girls, one almost too long 
for a girl, her long blonde hair in a knot on her head that looked like a 
Buddhist pagoda. 

-“You seem like you're looking for something to eat,” I began in 
my festival-trained literary salesman's voice, which has become more 
entrenched in everyday life since my trip a few days ago. 

-““We wanted to eat here, but it's closed. Maybe because of the 
power cut,” the long blonde replied. 

-“Oh, maybe that's why the café where I ate yesterday wasn't 
open today. Besides, it's all hullabaloo here because of the race.” 

-“Yes, the race is on as well.” 

-“They're whizzing around like lunatics, often with a loud bang. I 
was already looking for earplugs to put in my ears.” 

-“They were pretty loud.” 
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-“Your topknot looks like a Buddhist pagoda.” 

-“Thank you” 

-“Where are you from?” 

-“From Belgium. And you?” 

Again. I'd already seen the two of them today, but not the one 
with the red scarf in her hair from yesterday — unfortunately, many of 
them are only here for a day, too short a time to make friends. 

-“Oh, then we're neighbours. Guess what?” 

-“Germany.” 

-“You probably recognised that from my accent. It can't be 
French, nor Dutch. That leaves German.” 


I didn't mention Luxemburgesch, which passes as a dialect for 
me, just as Flemish passes as a Dutch dialect. The Luxembourgish 
woman I met in Berlin once, but who wouldn't give me her phone 
number, won't kill me for calling her native tongue a dialect. 

Then I told her about my run to Praia Formosa and back. 

-“You had your work cut out for you.” 

-“As a reward, I saw black gravel. What's your name?” 

-“...” The name sounded Flemish 

Are you Flemish?” I asked, because Belgium is bilingual, but her 
blonde colour, like her name, appeared to be Dutch or Flemish. 

-“Yes, Iam Flemish.” 

-“The Portuguese have it with ‘r’ and ‘I’, like playa — praia and 
plaza — praca,” I added with my observation from yesterday. “Dutch 
and German have similarities: Luft — Lucht and Kraft — Kracht. The 
same sound shift probably occurs with Gracht in Amsterdam. Gracht — 
Graft — Grabt — Graben.” 

-“We're hungry, we have to get on to dinner,” she interrupted my 
overly long and cerebral discourse. Oh, I had spoilt any chance again 
in my typical way. As flirtatious artists do, I should have included a 
compliment that I found her cute or attractive, liked her topknot or 
something else, shown her my interest and made my desire sublimi- 
nally perceptible. Otherwise girls get bored. They have to feel erotic 
signals, but not openly, then they feel harassed. According to success- 
ful connoisseurs, it has to happen subliminally, so that the women find 
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the man attractive but don't know why. Those who don't master this 
remain alone. That's the way it is in feminist society, which is not only 
hostile to men, but also characterised by anti-white ideologies. 

-““Good idea. I wanted to go out for lunch later too,” I said 
honestly and missed my last chance. Because I had eaten a second 
lunch in the late afternoon — fish soup — whilst writing down flirting 
attempts that I would only feed in digitally later. That was far too 
vague, and ‘later too’ was another nail in the coffin. At the very least, I 
should have suggested coming along to dinner. 

-“We have to go now, because tomorrow we want to go hiking.” 
they said goodbye, “It was nice to get to know you”. Messed up. Less 
nice is not being allowed to get to know her. 


At night, I find it even more difficult to chat up girls as a well- 
behaved son than during the day. Pick-up artists usually rave about 
nightlife because it's even easier for them than during the day. 
However, they mess up the night, so if you need sleep and have to 
work the next day, you can spare yourself the miserable, smoky and 
boozy nights and go hunting during the day instead. Oh yes, there's 
nothing boozy about masters either; they have to be completely clear- 
headed to practise the difficult art of seducing girls. Any impairment 
can easily lead to failure. 


At night, even more than during the day, status signs and strong 
physical signals matter, which I miss. 
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Then I saw a girl standing on the promenade, not far from the 
Women's March, which unfortunately is today — I live in the wrong 
time; those who repress and reject me have been in power since my 
youth and don't listen to what I say because it contradicts their 
ideology — a few hundred metres behind a square where the race is 
taking place with broken cars that roar and whang and sometimes roll 
over in the film. She was so young and elegant that at first I didn't 
have the courage to approach her. Light-haired, she was dressed in 
white, in stylish, certainly expensive fashion. So far I have not dared 
to approach such girls, and certainly not at night when it is still dark. I 
find girls like her charming and cute. She may have been a little 
chubby, but she had a nice, attractive frame. A little more bosom is 
good for cuddling; even a hip with a little roundness as a brake 
cushion is not to be despised, as long as it remains within an elegant, 
sporty framework. 


The elegant blonde girl in white was also staring at her phone, on 
which she was wiping her finger. I had already walked past when I 
plucked up my courage, took a few steps backwards, away from the 
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promenade, because she was also standing at the back, and then 
walked back to her from the side. 

-“You look like you're looking for something,” I opened with my 
now more confident and deeper voice, which I've developed at 
festivals during readings and book sales, but since the trip I've also 
achieved when talking to people. “Maybe where there's something 
going on tonight.” 

-“T'm just looking for somewhere to eat,” she replied as if it were 
a matter of course. I was taken aback. Such a beautiful, elegant girl 
answering me nicely in the evening in the dark. Again I forgot to say 
that I found her sweet and attractive, which I'll have to manage next 
time. But it's like the fairy tale of the silly boy: Next time everything 
will be different. A missed opportunity never comes back. 

-“T've just taken a few pictures back there where the race is being 
celebrated. There was quite a lot going on. They were making a big 
noise.” 

Wrong score. I wasn't asked to talk about myself. I should have 
got to know her much quicker, maybe gone for a meal together. 
Blimey. The cuter I feel the girl is, the harder it is to tell her that. 

-““Have a good evening. It was nice meeting you.” 

-““Have a nice evening and good food.” 

She was gone. It would have been nice to get to know her, 
preferably in bed, of course. But something was missing. An incel 
always fails, otherwise he wouldn't be one. 


Now I was taking another spin through the dawning nightlife, in 
which I have always been a particularly high-grade loser. I have no 
idea how I could be successful in the nightlife. Mind counts even less 
there, the more subliminal body signals, in other words what I haven't 
learnt. I was reluctant both to return home unsuccessful because today 
is Saturday, the best day of the whole week for going out and meeting 
women, and to waste my time because I have no chance or plan 
anyway, then to be tired, overslept and unable to write my field report 
because there's no time left for it. 
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A woman with whitewashed hair was standing outside a shop, 
her phone in her hand. There didn't seem to be a man inside, so neither 
her husband nor her boyfriend was there. So I gathered my courage. It 
would be very unpleasant to meet a woman who was taken and whose 
husband or boyfriend came straight back to her from the shop. 

-“You look like you're gazing at your phone to see what's going 
on, maybe a party.” 

She laughed a little. -““No, I was just checking the time.” 

-“Nowadays, some people do almost everything on the phone. 
The real world fades behind it. Where are you from?” 

-“T'm from here, from Madeira. But I grew up in England for a 
while. That's why I understand English.” 

-“Ah, interesting. You seem to be waiting for someone in the 
shop.” I repeated the pattern from earlier. Apparently I was beginning 
to weaken, to become clumsy, to make mistakes. 

-No, I work here. Until ten." 

-“Then you can celebrate the weekend from ten o'clock 
onwards.” 

Now I was floundering twice over: I lost my footing in terms of 
content and language. I also became more direct with the wrong girl, 
because it didn't work with her since I couldn't connect with her and 
she wasn't taking an active part in the conversation. It might have 
worked with the girls earlier, who reacted nicely and openly twice, but 
I couldn't figure it out. Here I try, but now it's too late and inappropri- 
ate. Like the fool in a fairy tale. Those who are clumsy behave stupid- 
ly due to lack of experience and practice. 

“With your painted um coloured hair you didn't look 
Portuguese,” I stumbled, tripping over a weakness in English. 

-Yes, I understand.” 

-“You might have been of everbody um everywhere else," I 
stumbled even harder with unwanted connotations that only dawned 
on me afterwards. She looked a little strange. 

-“Enjoy your evening,” we wished each other. 


Oh boy. An embarrassment. When it was appropriate, the flirting 
was missing. When it was inappropriate, I tried it — mishap of the 
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inexperienced loser. I'm not a nanometre ahead in results, barely a 
Planck length. Off home and type it in. 


29.10.2023 

Thoughts at breakfast on a heavily rainy day: Women want to 
have fun. In this day and age, that has a detrimental effect, like the 
garish 1980s hit “Girls just wonna have fun”. But what is fun for 
them? That is the crucial question. In prehistoric times, girls were 
already driven by their instinct to have fun. Sex is actually great fun 
for them, which is why they have children and the species doesn't die 
out. But not every man is fun for them, actually only a few winners to 
whom they mean nothing, who therefore expect or demand nothing 
from them. Winners should reproduce, but not losers. So girls find 
those superficial winners cute and desirable who already have more 
women than they need, who are indifferent to other girls, which is 
why they seem uninvolved. It is precisely this coolness that girls find 
‘cool’, their uninvolved attitude attractive, as well as the fact that 
winners don't need girls. Conversely, the hard-working, introverted 
and shy beta male who is not so physically but mentally developed. 
His gifts trigger the negative side of her instincts instead of the 
positive. He appears needy, which is the strongest possible brake on 
desire. 


Beta males often really want the girl, expect her good behaviour, 
which feels like a bondage or coercion to her. In semi-animalistic 
states, an animal man may have tried to urge fertile young females. 
Although it means physically equal pleasure, women are uncom for- 
table with this, it's no fun, not to give birth to losers, which would 
break the evolutionary principle that genes are filtered through the 
male sex by not allowing male losers to reproduce. 


Therefore, men who have to toil, push or plead appear off- 
putting. A beta is perceived as ‘pushy’ and rejected. 
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The morning started with heavy rain. It was good to finally get a 
good night's sleep and capture my memories before they evaporate. 
When I woke up from my sleep after a late breakfast, it was already 
afternoon and the rain had moved away. Today I had to start from 
scratch again. First, a girl in a green blouse with medium brown hair 
walked past, looking like a holidaymaker and cute enough. But she 
walked so fast and bent off that I couldn't get within approaching 
distance, I had no idea how I could open up in a nice and harmless 
way. I was too clumsy and old to run after her. Besides, that's more 
likely to work in big cities like Berlin or London, not in small towns 
where it would attract attention and quickly spoil my reputation. My 
plan B, to hurry round the block to meet her on the opposite side, was 
dashed by the topography of the site. I found myself in a large square 
between the indoor fruit and vegetable market and the shopping 
centre. Just behind it lured a fish market. 
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There in front of me walked the spontaneous Plan C in the form 
of a dark-haired but fashionably made-up woman, whose lip painting 
showed a bit of the inflatable boat shape that for some unknown 
reason seems to be the latest craze in the sexy fashion world. I took 
the risk that she might not be a tourist, too snobby or a married local. 

-Your shirt matches the colour of your handbag,” I addressed 
her in English. 

-““What?” 

-“The colour of your shirt matches the colour of your handbag.” 

-“Thanks,” she said, licking her scooped ice cream and looking 
away. I'm not sure if she thanked me at all. Anyway, it went badly 
wrong. Behind me, traffic police monitored the junction. I fled in the 
direction of the sea. 


66 


After a long meander through the old town and the fabulous 
beach without sand behind the old fort, where nobody was bathing, 
spontaneously grabbing my camera, but with no approachable girls 
and women of a fertile, single but ready age, I ended up on the Weg do 
Mare, the waterfront promenade. I had eaten lunch with more appetite 
than usual, and for the first time I had also eaten the whole side salad, 
which I found a pleasant addition to the slightly fishy fillet. I am be- 
ginning to change and develop, because in the past I would have left 
lettuce alone. Now this development may have already begun when I 
ate salad in the fast food restaurant and saw it as a good addition 
because I don't have time for vegetables at home, only meat, fish, 
fruit, cheese, sausage and various types of bread. Our country is 
blessed with good bread in many flavours. However, it may also be 
due to the trip that I am more in the flow and doing new things than 
usual. 


On the concrete barrier against the tide, three girls walked 
towards me as I climbed over the round stones below. 


67 


-“Did you just take some good pictures?” 

-"Yes, it was very nice.’ 

-““When I was photographing the old fort, a seagull flew through. 
I'll see if I can find it in the picture later.” 

-“That's fitting. Let's see if it's in focus.” 

Well, I have no doubt about that in daylight. 

-“Oh, you're wearing a lioness!” I called up to the centre one. 
From her upper arm, an ink lion stared back at me. 

-“Yes, that's a lion.” 

-“So you're a big cat!” I replied, “You're the most dangerous of 
the three of you. I'll watch out for you. What's your name?” 

-“Lia” 

-“T am Jan. And who are you?” 

-“Lina.” 

-“So, only one letter separates you two! And what's your name?” 
-“Anita.” 
-“You're out of line! What's your plan?” 


-““We mainly do hiking tours.” 
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-“Yesterday I went on a hiking tour to the formidable Praia For- 
mosa and enjoyed the black scree.” 

-“That's how it is here.” 

-“In the Canary Islands, there were black beaches as well as 
white ones, but they were made of sand. Tonight we should chill out 
together in a café.” 

-“Thanks, we've got friends and plans. Have a nice afternoon.’ 

-“Have a nice ...” 


> 


Well, the friend card. At the next concrete bay, I climbed diago- 
nally over the black gravel towards a girl sitting alone. For experts, a 
girl sitting alone is just the thing. Maybe she's lonely and delighted. 
Unfortunately, I didn't dare. Is she too young? Is the situation derailing 
here if she is still young and a local to boot? Because she didn't have 
the light-coloured hair of the north. What will she think? She looked at 
the harbour, the bay and the sky. Then she turned her head, her gaze 
brushing against me. Well, this could go wrong. I walked in a wide arc 
around her. My mind was blank anyway; I couldn't think of anything 
at the moment. Now, writing it down, I think the flying seagulls would 
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have been a good topic. -‘The seagulls remind me of home’. But now 
it's too late, the right moment has passed. 


Finally, I saw two light-haired girls lounging on a bench in front 
of me. I can't do much wrong, because they're on holiday here alone 
like me. 

-“After the heavy rain this morning, the sun says hello,” I said in 
English, as the sun once again pierced through the clouds and mist for 
a few moments. “What are you doing here?” 

-““Mixed. Partly hiking, but we're also checking out the town.” 

Again I talked about the hike to Praia Formosa yesterday. 

-“The beaches here are like this. The rock is black.” 

-“T've seen white and black beaches on the Canary Islands, but 
they're made of fine sand, not big rocks. I don't want to surf here and 
hit gravel stones when I fall.” 

“There's definitely a good view at sunset,” I added. Somehow 
they contributed less to the conversation. 

-““Yes, especially in ** and ** we had beautiful sunsets.” 

-“T just took a photo of the old fort back there. Seagulls were 
flying through the picture several times.” 

-There's also a cruise ship back there.” 

-“Oh, then it's getting crowded here! A large crowd is being 
hurried through the town, then quickly back onto the ship.” 

-“Tt's only a very small ship.” 

-“T saw it there around this time yesterday too. Maybe it's on a 
day trip.” 

-“Tt could just be a ferry.” 

-“Exactly, the one to Porto Santo.” 

And so it was. I talked about how I used to leave guided groups 
on excursions and avoid them. 

“You see beautiful places there, but all the pictures have the same 
people in them.” 

-“That happens.” 

-“Tt's as if people are taking photos of each other instead of the 
sights that have already been photographed a million times.” 
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“What are your names?” 

“And you?” -“Julia” 

-“With I or the classic J?” 

“With J.” 

-‘Ah, the classic Julia!” 

Now I told her about my trip to Praia Formosa yesterday. 

-“There'll be a beautiful sunset soon.” 

-“We've already seen it several times.” 

Somehow I didn't realise that the girls were putting the brakes on. 
This had sent me into a tailspin, sticking to the worn-out topic of sun- 
sets instead of coolly suggesting something else, like dinner or going 
out. By now we were chatting in German because they were from the 
same country. 

-“Three fools, one thought. That's a saying in our country.” 

-“T know.” 

-“Afterwards, we should enjoy the sunset together in the café.” 

-““We already have plans.” 

-““What is it?” 
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-“We're going up Pico Arieiro. There's supposed to be a beautiful 
sunset too.” 

-““Good idea. I'd love to join you there.” 

-“No thanks, we'd rather do it between us. Have a nice after- 
noon.” 

-“Yes, you have a nice trip too.” 


Well, I'm pretty far away from success. The destination is out of 
sight. The next day I learnt that the Pico do Arieiro had just been 
closed to hikers after a rockslide. When I read through the course of 
the conversation, I feel embarrassed. With our girls, things fail the 
most. Something's not right. Pick-up artists like A praised German 
girls for being beautiful and easy to lay. This only applies to them; 
inexperienced natives are rejected all the more brutally. 


At home, I took off my annoying rain jacket and rucksack; there's 
no need for rain protection anymore. Both left me sweating in the 
warm air, which can develop unpleasant odours that interfere with 
flirting. 


I set off with just my camera, having noted down the essentials. A 
good page from yesterday is still waiting to be digitised, and I'm sure 
my ideas will bubble up again and enrich my writing, as long as it's 
not too long ago for my memory to fade. The fresher the better, as 
with fish. 


First I came to the harbour via the park, where there was nothing 
going on and a girl reading a book looked off-puttingly grumpy, so I 
left her unapproached. There were lots of people walking around there 
too. An elderly couple who had arrived on the same plane walked past. 
He greeted me jovially and waved. I said hello back, but didn't 
manage to wave because something had happened in the meantime 
that paralysed me inside: 


Se aoe SSS 

A chubby girl with reddish-coloured dark hair was standing in 
front of a boutique. It doesn't matter, I can't choose. The important 
thing for me is to learn. 

-“Your hair shines reddish like the sunset over there.” 

She didn't understand at first. I repeated with careful, slow pro- 
nunciation. 

-“Thank you” 

-“Where are you from?” 
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This time I didn't understand her pronunciation. 

-“Where is that?” 

-“Bulgaria” 

I remembered that I had just heard wonderful polyphonic female 
choirs on YouTube, which have a completely different harmony to our 
baroque or classical counterpoint and its theory of harmony. 

-“Ah, Bulgaria!” I began, beaming with a growing smile. 

-“Could you just leave it?!”’, she snapped at me in English, which 
I didn't translate in my diary so as not to unintentionally change the 
meaning. It meant something like: ‘Can you just leave me alone?’ 
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What did I do to deserve such an unfriendly rejection, or rather, a 
rebuff or hostile energy? But the situation was dicey, because the man 
is always blamed when the woman feels uncomfortable or makes 
trouble. That's a reflex in feminist society. I wanted to be extra friend- 
ly, and now this! I quickly turned round and took a wide berth. I 
thought: 

-‘It just doesn't work and gets awkward. It's pointless with me, it 
just goes wrong.’ 


At that moment, the couple from the aeroplane walked past, 
which explains why I couldn't react properly, even though I've been 
more flexible than usual since my trip on Tuesday and flow more 
easily with the circumstances, less stuck. I was on the verge of giving 


up. 


On the way to dinner, where I wanted to save a bit as I had filled 
and fuelled my stomach well today, non-alcoholic of course, I stood in 
front of a snack bar, reading the notice with my glasses on. The 
moment was even more unfavourable because a slow vehicle pushed 
its way through the narrow old town street, which is actually reserved 
for pedestrians and is even narrow for them, as there are tables and 
chairs in restaurants and pubs to the right and left. Behind me was a 
speeding wagon that honked loudly right next to me, which I don't like 
at all because I close my ears at the slightest noise, the squeaking of 
the railway. However, I don't make a good impression with my fingers 
in my ears, which my third flirting instructor had already criticised 
when a loudly squealing suburban train shredded past as if it wanted 
to plane the tracks. 

-“Nobody likes the noise, but it doesn't work well to stick your 
fingers in your ears. It might put women off.” 
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Just at that moment, a light-blonde, very elegantly and sexily 
dressed girl appeared in that alleyway, rushing in my direction with a 
swaying, feminine gait that has become rare. Oh my. I was flabbergas- 
ted, taken aback, ashamed of my fingers in my ears when she looked 
at me. What a stupid moment to meet such a gorgeous girl! Besides, 
this kind of girl was way out of my reach; unfortunately, I'd never 
chatted to such a girl before. What could I say to her? Her white 
fashion trousers had black spots on them, but they couldn't be interpre- 
ted as animal prints. With a swaying step, she tured off into a side 
street. I didn't dare follow her because it was too obvious and many 


innkeepers were watching. 


After I'd eaten my evening snack, I walked to the sea at dusk, 
which was illuminated by a strong evening glow. The sky was locally 
striped reddish-white-pink. Two girls were sitting on the parapet to 
whom I went. If you can't speak to the ones you love, then you must 
speak to the ones you can. This is a parody of the hippie saying: ‘If 
you're not with the one you love, love the one you're with.’ The two of 
them were snapping into the afterglow. 
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-“Did you just take some nice pictures?” I began, “A beautiful 
sunset.” 

-““Yes” 

-“T'm just preparing the shots,” I continued, changing the lens, 
because without magnification, the coast with the red line in the sky 
was too small in the frame. 
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“Are you on vacation too?” 

Only now, while typing, do I realise how much more I talked 
than they did. 

-“Yes, we're here holidaying.” 

-““Where are you from?” 

-“From Lebanon. That means me. She's French. And where are 
you from?” 

The other one looked more Asian. 

-“From a neighbouring country. Guess.” 

-“Ttaly?” 

I was astonished. Italy actually has a short border with France 
south of the Alps. 
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-“No, Germany... I was in Syria once. But that was when things 
were still peaceful there.” 

-Yes, it's beautiful there. Lebanon is beautiful too.2 

-“Lebanon was in the headlines a while ago. There was an 
explosion in a harbour there.” 

-“Yes, it was a pretty big explosion.” 

-“Did you come from Lebanon on holiday?” 

-“Not that. I'm studying in France.” 

-“Where there?” 

-“Tn Paris.” 

-“T was there too, as well as Avignon, Grenoble and Rocama- 
dour.” 

-“That's nice too.” 

-“Unfortunately, Paris has also been in the headlines recently. 
Things weren't so peaceful there at times.” 

-“Paris was never peaceful.” 

-“Then a long time ago.” 

Change of subject. 

“France used to be divided in two,” I said. The south was Medi- 
terranean, the north more like northern Europe. Lebanon is also divi- 
ded. There are Christians there, Druze.” 

-“Oh, you know them?” she asked in amazement. 

-“They're probably more in the mountains.” 

-“Yes, in the mountains. And there are Muslims. They all have 
their own region.” 

Her name sounded Christian or European. However, as their ans- 
wers were taciturn compared to mine, there was no spark and I 
thought I noticed a slight restlessness, I said goodbye. 

-“Have a nice evening!” 

-“And have a nice holiday.” 


On my way home, another beautiful, light-haired and elegant girl 
crossed the road in front of me. Again, I couldn't think of anything so 
quickly to start a conversation without attracting too much attention. 
She was beautiful enough to risk just saying to her: ‘You look 
attractive. Sorry, but I just wanted to say hello...’ I haven't got the hang 
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of that yet, I'm a bit depressed today after the rejections and cautious 
because this is a traditionally Catholic island. She was also followed 
by two women who presumably formed a group with her. At the next 
set of traffic lights away from the traffic island, the three seemed to be 
standing together. Missed and messed up again. 


Addendum to yesterday: In one of the conversations, I told a girl 
that she looked like a fairy. 

-“T always wanted to be a fairy.” 

-“Which fairy would you like to be?” 

-“T don't know, any fairy.” 


30.10.0223 

Today, for a change, I'm going on a tour like a normal tourist. I 
don't want people to think I'm just here to practise approaching. 
‘Camara de Lobos’ is the name of the tourist lure over which seagulls 
glide. Not that a reader, if there ever is one, would think of anything 
wrong with birds. I meant thinks the right thing — this was a German 
pun, which is not translatable, because ‘to bird’ means to fuck in my 
language. It is right as long as it is fruitful. Wrong, on the other hand, 
is what is infertile, and since the pill and HIV, that even includes inter- 
course between both sexes. In this respect, as a non-Catholic, I am 
more Catholic than Catholics. 


On the way from the bus stop, I caught up with two women who 
were chatting. They were reaching for their cameras. 

-“Am I in the right place for Camara de Lobos?” 

-“Yes, straight ahead.” 

-“You always have the time with you,” I said, looking at a huge 
tattooed watch she was wearing. You couldn't quite see it as it curved 
around her upper arm. She pulled out her mobile phone, switched to 
the time display and held it out to me. 

-“Oh, thanks, but I was joking because you have a watch tattooed 
on your arm.” 

She turned to her friend without answering. 
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“You seem to be taking some nice pictures, too,” I added as I 
changed the lens. Then I darted down the street, immersed in the work 
of a photographer. A lady dressed in grey sitting alone in a café I left 
unapproached because I wanted to quickly take photos of the upper 
village in the upcoming wind before the rain. She also looked rather 
stern. My intuition advised against it. When I returned a little later — 
I'm used to whizzing through places like a whirlwind and snapping 
most of the sights worth seeing, as I did on my short visit to the 
former German-speaking and German Schlettstadt, where I skipped a 
train to cover the entire old town with my camera — she had disap- 
peared. Then another lady may have the good fortune of being able to 
speak to and perhaps even sleep with Germany's most notorious poet, 
the one with the most lifetime bans. There is no other writer as 
ostracised and rejected as me in the entire German-speaking world. 


In the velha cidade or something like that it started to drip. My 
observation today: The Portuguese language likes to drop the ‘I’ 
between two vowels. salud — satide. salida — saida. Supplement for 
correction: Later in the day I realised that no vowel is needed before 


the L for the L to disappear and be replaced by R. Apparently it's 
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enough if certain vowels like A, U or I follow: obligado — obrigado; 
plato — prato. 


In the increasing rain, with my camera dripping wet, I snapped a 
few more motifs that I had previously overlooked or in front of which 
people were sitting. Because of the weather, most of the tables were 
empty, so I was able to take pictures of otherwise hidden paintings. 
Then there were three more or less blonde and equally graded pretty 
girls sitting at an outside table. I used to panic at the thought of ap- 
proaching girls in a café — and then three of them! These days I stay 
pretty cool. However, I forgot to take off my sunglasses so that she 
could see my eyes clearly, which should make a much better impressi- 
on, as I had been advised to do by a masterclass YouTube video the 
day before. With my camera in hand, I waited beside them to recog- 
nise their language. My guesses whirled in circles. German? No, not at 
all. Dutch? Not a chance. English? Wrong. A Romance language? 
Missed again. 

-““What language do you speak?” I asked simply. 

-“Polish.” 
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-“Ah, I didn't recognise that! I've met a lot of people from Poland 
and Belgium here.” 

-“We haven't met any Belgians yet. Where are you from?” 

-“Guess what: from a neighbouring country.” 

-“France?” 

Well, not even in their chauvinist dreams after the First World 
War, when they wanted to incorporate as much land as possible that 
had been inhabited by Germans for 900 years and polonise it, did the 
Poles want to be neighbours of France.” 

-“France is not a neighbour of Poland.” 

-“Oh, neighbours of ours? I thought neighbours of Portugal.” 

Well, I didn't realise that Portugal and France shared a border 
other than the world's oceans. 

-“Where could I be from?” 

-“Lituania.” 

-“From the other side: Germany.” 

She looked astonished. 

“You're wearing a flowery blouse.” 

The prettiest of them smiled flattered. 

-Yes, I like them." 

-“Your flowers also go well with the island.” 

-“Thank you” 

-“They call Madeira the island of eternal spring.” But I said to 
the girl in the centre: 

-“You also have a flowery tattoo.” 

-“That's lavender.” 

-“Oh, nice, it smells good and goes well with your blouse. Then 
your clothes will always smell nice.” 

She also smiled flattered. I'm learning and gradually getting 
better, but unfortunately not yet good enough. 

“What are you doing here? Hiking like most people?” 

-““Yes, but not only.” 

Now I asked their names and introduced myself. 

-“What's your name?” 

~“Julia” 
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-“That reminds me of a song. Let's think about who it's by. Oh 
yes, Pink Floyd.” 

Unfortunately, I was too shy to tell her the second verse: «Julia 
Dream / Queen of all my dreams» That would have been a much 
stronger flirt. I have intuition. My shy well-manneredness: ‘A decent 
boy shouldn't do that’ prevents me from shining. 

“This may not be your favourite music. It's not mine either.” 

-“T didn't know it at all. I'll look for it.” 

-““What do you listen to when you go dancing?” 

-“Different stuff than I usually listen to. Sometimes hip hop for 
dancing.” 

-““And what's your name?” to the second. I didn't ask the third. 
I'm still too nervous and inexperienced to do everything right. 

-““What are you doing today?” 

-“Not much. We're going straight home.” 

-“Then we should have a drink later.” 

-‘We're just resting today. We're leaving tomorrow." 

-““Where are we going? Home?” 

-“Yes, this is our last day.” 

Flirtatious people would have picked up the pace and tried to 
arrange something today. Unfortunately, I hadn't flirted enough for 
that to work. Maybe I was just still too shy and modest, or a bit of 
everything. So instead of answering like in an instructional video: 
-‘Then we'll have to hurry, we only have time for a short romance’, I 
greeted myself away. 

-“Have a nice day then.” 


As most people here are leaving soon, I really have to learn to 
shift up a gear. Hopefully nothing worse than rejection can happen. It's 
not yet illegal to flirt here, as it apparently is in Florida, where you can 
be arrested if you practise approaching a girl. Being a man is under 
general suspicion these days, in some places already a criminal offen- 
ce. 
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Youtube posts by flirt masters: In Florida, it's already illegal to 
approach women; rich men have a harder time finding women: that's 
how harsh sexual selection of women on men is. 
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«Why do men with a lot of money find it so difficult to get a 
girlfriend?» (German flirt coach Hendrik Mati) 
«I was Arrested For Approaching a Girl» (US flirt coach) 
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This was just the second prank, 

Yet the third is on the plank. 

The previous sentence was stolen from a forerunner of the 
cartoon, the children's book ‘Max and Moritz’ by Wilhelm Busch. An 
elegant girl was crossing the big street. Her main mistake was that she 
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wasn't walking alone, like the super-hot fairy I left speechless 
yesterday. Her mum was walking beside her. By now the rain had 
intensified to a downpour. 

-“Tn the rain, you look like the mermaid in Copenhagen. Do you 
know her?” 

-“Yes, I know her.” 

-“The mermaid there regards the sea the way you walk in the 
rain.” 

-“T didn't realise I was like her.” 

-““Where are you from?” 

-“From Belgium.” 

-“That's something! Most of the holidaymakers I've seen are 
either from Poland or Belgium. What do you do here? Hiking?” 

-“Yes, too, sometimes on excursions, or we just look around or 
go shopping, like today.” 

-“T can see from your paper bag that you went shopping in a 
fashion shop. Did you find what you were looking for?” 

-“T wasn't looking for anything. We're just looking, without a 
plan.” 

-“That's good: your plan is not to have a plan.” 

-“Exactly: our plan is to have no plan.” 

-“That's a good attitude. Let yourself drift. I like to do that too.” 

This is where our conversation ended, as her mum, a caring cock- 
blocker, turned right across the road, her daughter naturally following. 
She said a quick goodbye with the usual: -“Have a nice day.” -“You 
too.” 


As I strolled into the evening twilight, having finished typing and 
freshening up just in time for one last flirtation attempt not to spend 
the night alone, it began to drizzle again and became so dark that the 
rules of the day lost their validity. In the dark and at night, girls and 
young women are more cautious, more withdrawn, because they know 
or suspect what the strange man would like to do with them. This 
separates the wheat from the chaff even more starkly: those who are 
insecure and clumsy are sent packing like a bum, or even perceived as 
harassment or a potential threat. If you are a master flirt, you can get 
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girls much faster than during the day, because some girls go out for 
the same reason — but only want absolute winners, because excluding 
male losers is the basic force of sexual selection. So there are many 
more losers among men at night than during the day, even fewer 
winners, but these winners have it all the easier. This is the reason why 
good pick-up artists often prefer the night, if it doesn't rob them of too 
much sleep and time, resulting in a hangover and a lost next day. 


There is a matching caricature, which is also confirmed by a new 
video by Hannah Arendt on YouTube these days: If you are an elegant 
winner who is idolised by women, you can talk to them. If a loser says 
and does exactly the same thing, with the same voice, he is indignant- 
ly accused of being a ‘harasser’, publicly denounced or even accused 
and hunted down. The caricature is spot on: 


A young beau in a smart suit greets a girl at work: «Lookin' good, 
Susan» 

The girl beams and replies: «AWWW, you're sweet.» In daily 
life: “You are such a sweetheart.” 


Second image: The programmer, a sloppily dressed nerd with a 
thick build and unfashionable glasses, enters the room and says the 
same sentence in the same tone of voice: «Lookin' good, Susan». In 
daily life: «You look gorgeous today.» 

The girl looks horrified and picks up the phone with a dismissive 
attitude:““Hello, human resources?!” 


This means that she wants to report alleged sexual harassment in 
the company. His career is in tatters. 
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LOOKIN GOOD, 


USAN. 
_ HELLO, HUMAN 


RESOURCES?! 


a 
SUNNY STREET © 2013 Max Garcia 


This caricature perfectly captures the caprice of subjective female 
perception and feminist society, which is based on such gut feelings. 
The few male winners are allowed to do almost anything and go to 
bed with many women. Many male losers are not allowed to do 
anything at all, are criminalised for being a man, are not even allowed 
to say a compliment without being treated as criminals, perhaps even 
dismissed or charged. No one is capable of recognising the situation of 
male losers and that it is wrong to push good men into being losers 
and incels. 
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This time I failed completely, firstly because it was dark and I 
don't have good experience in the dark, and secondly because I was 
daydreaming. Twice I only saw beautiful girls when they were right in 
front of me, walking past or passing a zebra crossing. That was too 
late to approach them inconspicuously without running after them, 
which is absolutely taboo at night because it gives you the wrong idea. 
That could end badly for the man. 


By the way, I still use the men's perfume that I was recommended 
to me by a girl who worked in a perfume shop on the advice of my 
coach during the two-week course in Las Vegas. There were a few 
strangers here too, both men and women, who told me: “I like your 
moustache.” In a fast food restaurant in Las Vegas, strangers put a 
paper napkin on my table on which they had written: “Your moustache 
is awesome.” 


I neither stink nor do I look boring or ugly. When I was younger, 
I used to hear girls whispering among themselves: “He's so handsome, 
a pretty boy, but somehow beauty isn't everything with men.” I'm not 
writing this to show off, but because otherwise left-wing cynics, who 
are typically totally empathy-impaired and hateful because their 
ideology has made them that way, would insinuate that I stink, that I'm 
ugly, that there are reasons why girls don't want me. The human spite- 
fulness of the left and feminists already poisoned relations between 
the sexes in the 1960s, and was probably also a reason in the 1920s 
why the anarchists did not win the race in chaotic conditions in coun- 
tries like Spain, but lost, only to movements that were cruel in a dif- 
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ferent way. It wasn't white against black, but two opposing harms 
against each other. 


Today, leftists and feminists spitefully despise incels and male 
losers, in whose creation and increase they have played a major role, 
as they have in the destruction of relations between the sexes and 
societies since the 1920s. In the last few days, a flirt teacher responded 
in his Youtube video to a left-wing agitator who has been blaming 
men for years and believes that in his left-wing utopia there can be no 
problems with women and therefore no incels without them being at 
fault. They are incapable of recognising that their utopias contradict 
human nature and cause enormous damage, just as they are incapable 
of empathy for indigenous male losers, whom they have been fighting, 
humiliating and breaking down as ‘white, heterosexual men’ since 
1968. 


31.10.2023 

The working title “Foggy Moon” is fitting for this book; the rain 
is pattering outside and even when the sun is shining during the day, 
banks of fog creep over mountains and ridges. 


I wrote all over two sheets of paper on the way, one on both 
sides, until there was no more space, then folded it up small in my 
photo bag. Now I type in my collected work aka defeats of the day. 


As I saw ships in the morning, I swung round to the harbour to 
take pictures. Two girls on a bench were too busy and probably young, 
otherwise families and older couples out and about. Eventually a 
reasonably young woman with shoulder-length or half-short hydro- 
gen-blonde hair and sporting a rucksack walked past. My wheel of 
mind rolled like an Indian wheel of life, spun like a gambler's wheel 
by a fairground highroller. When the whirl came to a halt, the needle 
pointed at: -‘No cowardly excuse. It's your turn! Now hurry up, 
because she's already got there in front.’ 

Running after her would be far too conspicuous on this small 
island, which is not an anonymous big city like London or Berlin, 


88 


where the absurd seems normal and the normal appears to be absurd, 
as I am watched daily by the same doormen, bouncers and street 
vendors, whereas women are usually gone after a day or two. I darted 
into another lane to approach her from a different direction, not from 
behind. My plan almost worked, but it didn't quite. She was already a 
few steps ahead again. So I overtook her at a distance, which the wide 
boardwalk allowed. This time I even thought about taking off my 
sunglasses so that she could see my eyes, from which the soul speaks, 
creating a dynamic of gazes. 


“Hey!” (‘Pre-open’ to attract her attention). 

She glared. 

“You look like a sunflower with your hair.” 

-“Thanks” A hint of a smile. 

-“T just took pictures. Now I'm waiting for a clear day to climb 
the Pico do Arieiro. That wouldn't make sense in the fog.” 

Now, as I'm typing up my notes from the road, I realise that I 
should have included a personal compliment to explain why I ap- 
proached her. Like: “Then I saw you walking here and would like to 
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get to know you. That's why I said hey (better: hello?)’. Maybe she 
was bored because she didn't care about my activities. 

-“Tt's a bit cloudy.” 

-““And what are you doing here? Hiking?” 

-“T'm climbing.” 

-“That's sporty.” I got a little tangled up because she seemed 
disinterested. 

-“are plenty of rocks to climb here.” 

She was now looking indifferently out to sea. So I turned away. 

-“OK.” -“Have a nice day.” -“You too...” 

The usual. Unfortunately, taking off my sunglasses didn't change 
anything There. 


Now I dropped off my rucksack at the hostel with my shopping — 
juice and snacks for hunger pangs during the night. I packed my ca- 
mera bag with a pen and a sheet of folded paper for events that might 
unfold along the way. Below we follow the handwritten lines. 


Two girls walked in front of me, one light-haired and dressed in 
red. Say what? Their ages were unclear. On the narrow pavement at 
the edge of the wide road over a deep chasm that had probably been 
washed into the volcanic rock by running water over millions of years, 
there wasn't enough room to keep the necessary distance. However, I 
was too insecure to think about this fact, wavering inwardly as to 
whether I should talk to them or not. Too much uncertainty today, 
which would end in missed opportunities in the evening! As we 
overtook, I could see her face from the side and thought she was too 
young. However, they both seemed to be on holiday abroad on their 
own. So I didn't say anything, although I had thought of a line. It was 
too explosive for me, although I could ask her age. Now I crossed the 
wide road with a traffic island in the middle that bridged the abyss. 
The two of them did the same from another side, ending up at the 
same traffic lights as me, which had just turned red. No more lame 
excuses now! 

-“Ts that a club stamp or a tattoo?” 
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On the back of both elbows she wore a line of characters that 
looked like stamps. 

-“A tattoo” 

-“Tt could have been the stamp of a nightclub... Where are you 
from?” 

-“Czech Republic” 

-“Ah, then we're neighbours. What's your plan? Hiking?” 

I talked briefly about the fog in the mountains, which is why I 
didn't want to climb a mountain today, or not. I forgot details so quick- 
ly today that I missed a few conversations later when I finally found a 
smooth bench to record the proceedings. Anyway, she really seemed 
too young to me now. I should have asked her how old she was, but 
I'm still ashamed of that. She was also at a loss for words. So a friend- 
ly goodbye from both sides. 

-“Have a nice day.” 


In the park, a plump girl in black was sitting alone on a bench. 

-“Oh, you're dressed all in black. That reminds me of a song.” 

-“Thank you” 

-“Lady in Black. You probably don't know it. It doesn't matter.” 

-“Tt's just practical. I always wear black, I don't have to choose.” 

-“Oh, you save yourself the question: ‘What colour am I wearing 
today?’” 

-“Exactly.” 

-“Pretty brave. It heats up in the sun.” 

-“T'll soak up the heat.” 

-“Good idea: with black, you absorb all the heat from the sun." 

-“And pass it on.” 

-“That's bold. In the tropics, you can fry fried eggs in the sun on 
black-painted cars.” 

-“That too” 

-““Where are you from? From the sea, because of your green-blue 
eyes?” 

-“From Slovakia. We have such a small lake.” 

-“Oh, that's why your eyes are green!” 

-“Maybe” 
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-“Or the ocean around Madeira is reflected.” 

I kept my voice low and imagined fondling her breasts and 
touching her pussy with my glans. That sounds harsh, but it's a piece 
of advice I learnt from flirt masters, completely against my upbringing 
and previous shyness. It actually changed my voice, as flirting 
teachers claim. Girls then strangely perceive it as nice and pleasant 
without consciously realising why. I forgot to take off my sunglasses. 

“What are you doing here? Hiking?” I asked. 

-“Yesterday, too. Today we're resting and chilling.” 

-“Good idea. This afternoon we'll have a drink in a café and chill 
out.” 

We looked into each other's eyes and I thought of more. (If only 
she had seen my eyes clearly!) 

-“Don't get me wrong; I don't want to be rude, but I'm not open to 
anything like that at the moment. Not even friendship. I want to re- 
cover myself.” 

- “Holidays are for me to be open and to develop myself further.” 

-“To develop further, yes, but not like this.” 

She moved one leg and bent one arm over her lap. A friendly 
goodbye. 


Further up the main road, two German-speaking girls walked 
towards me. I couldn't think of anything so quickly. But I turned my 
direction: back towards the park. They entered it, I entered through the 
next entrance, then turned and went to them. I said to the long blonde: 

-“Your topknot looks like a pagoda.” 

-“Thank you” 

-“Well, did I guess your language right? What are you doing 
here?” 

I faltered. That wasn't good enough. As I typed it into the compu- 
ter, I thought of a better way to say it: ‘In a pagoda, you usually drink 
tea. We can do that in the café and chill.’ Perhaps a joke, a disclosure 
of amorous thoughts will break the ice. A banal, factual question 
won't. However, this question was premature. 

-““We've only just arrived and we're thinking about it.” 
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Her voice was dismissive. I let it get the better of me. Experien- 
ced people would have replied (idea when handwriting notes on the 
first bench that was smooth enough for paper): 

-‘I'm fresh here too. Fine! Let's chill out together and think about 
what we want to do.’ 

But I was insecure and therefore not quick-witted enough. My 
shyness and lack of confidence put the brakes on my sharp mind. Ger- 
man girls are the most difficult I know, at least for native incels like 
me; they throw themselves at strangers. Greeting goodbye. 


Back on the main road, a fat blonde girl came towards me, but I 
couldn't think of anything. We were facing each other at a red light. I 
stopped on my side at the green light because it would be difficult for 
me on the road as we would both have to leave it soon and couldn't 
just stand still. She looked briefly as I stopped, then turned into the 
crossroads. I made a mistake. 


After the northerners, a southern woman ran towards me. While 
northerners are cool to local men, southerners are often warm and 
open, but to everyone, so it means nothing. 

-“You have a nice smile!” 

-“Thank you,” she replied sparkling. 

-“And so many tattoos. You're like a walking art gallery. Do you 
charge admission to look at them?” 

-vNo, it's free!” 

-“The two heads are showing their teeth.” 

-“They're skulls.” 

-‘Ah, it reminds me of Mexico.” 

-““Mexico is beautiful. I've always wanted to go there.” 

I told her about my holiday in Tulum: 

-“Because of Covid, I wasn't allowed to go straight to the USA, 
although we had fewer problems with that than Central America. Two 
weeks after I left, the mafia shot several tourists in a nightclub in 
Tulum during a shootout.” 

-“You had a guardian angel.” 
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-“T'm John. And you?” 

-“Joanna.” 

-“You and I are half a Jojo. Do you know that? Together we're a 
complete yoyo.” 

-“Yes, I know that.” 

-““When are we going to chill together and play Jojo?” 

She was beaming the whole time. Our girls are colder to me. 

-“T'm going to the airport in a minute, wait for the next bus. It 
takes off in an hour.” 

Incidentally, in retrospect I realise more and more that something 
about her time or story can't be right. She can't get to the airport on a 
bus before the gate closes for a flight in an hour. 

She said she was from here, on her way to her family in Lisbon, 
where she lives, but also partly in Norway. And in Brazil. 

-“That's quite a lot! Plus a Mexican tattoo.” 

-“One figure represents my mum, who died, and the other repre- 
sents me. It's a memory of her.” 

A radiant farewell. 


On the way back to the centre, I crossed the road because I saw a 
light-haired girl with a friend standing at the bus stop, carrying a cloth 
bag labelled ‘222’. My intention was to ask: -‘Are you android copy 
number 222?’ But they seemed to be chatting in Portuguese and were 
probably too young for me, so I just stopped next to them for a 
moment and quickly disappeared before things got awkward, so I 
moved on within a few seconds. A woman in the café behind the bus 
stop was watching me. 
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This is where the paper ends, my memory takes over immediate- 
ly after returning from a little detour into the town. 


The last time I saw a black-haired girl staring at me as I passed 
by in a harbour café shortly before sunset, but maybe I'm just imagi- 
ning it and I just happened to walk through her line of sight. I still lack 
the practice, confidence and experience to make the right decision 
and, if necessary, to approach her immediately and speak to her. What 
should I have said? -‘You were just looking so nicely in my direction. 
That's why I wanted to say hello.” Or how do experts master such a 
situation? One guy on YouTube said: ‘Thank you for checking me 
out.’ To me, that seemed like an overload and an invitation to embar- 
rassing situations; she could have been too young. What's more, she 
wasn't the type of northern girl I'd like to prioritise learning from. 
Maybe in a few days I'll be able to react spontaneously. 


I quickly went home again to freshen up and swap the filled 
paper for blank paper, as there was not a line left. At dusk, I went for 
an evening snack. I no longer want to eat a lot in the evening and then 
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sleep badly, but to eat breakfast like a king, lunch like a commoner 
and dinner like a beggar. Until now, I often couldn't sleep in the 
evening when I was hungry. That also went wrong. After the trip, I 
want to make a big change. 


Downstairs, a light-haired, elegant girl came towards me. She 
hurried out of a fashion store with her large paper bag. She had a cor- 
respondingly stern look on her face. I didn't trust myself to stop her 
and start a good conversation. Flirt masters would do that enthusiasti- 
cally, but I mustn't get carried away. The line between success and em- 
barrassing failure with collective character assassination is razor- 
sharp; it goes vertically to the sides into dangerous depths. Too bad, 
maybe she would have been super nice. She could have been a good 
fit. 


After my quick lunch, which included a good portion of fish, so 
that I'm physically better fed and in a better mood than usual when 
work like writing and learning to flirt is more important to me than 
banal trivialities like eating, drinking and sleeping. I was tired at 
lunch, apparently I still haven't had a full night's sleep. My head sank 
into a microsleep several times, so that a waitress came over and asked 
anxiously if I was all right. Embarrassing! 


Walking again through the narrow streets of the old town with its 
restaurants would also be awkward. Everywhere there are landlords 
and bouncers lurking for guests, talking to them so that I get annoyed 
and want my peace and quiet. This desire to sell goes against the 
grain. Under this constant observation, already known like a sore 
thumb, trying to approach girls in the restaurants or cafés in this alley 
would be a stupid idea at this hour. So I walked around the back, aim- 
lessly, just following the largest crowd of young, sometimes funny 
people who presumably go where there's something going on. It's 
good to go with the flow to get to know people. That's how I ended up 
in an alley next to the promenade, where one pub after another waits 
for guests to order expensive drinks in the hope of meeting someone, 
which almost never happens for men. 
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Two girls rushed towards me in the stream of people coming my 
way; one of them had two blonde pigtails braided more delicately than 
a raisin bread plait. I could have shouted at her that she was like my 
daydream, but that's exactly what goes down badly and puts people 
off. As eagerly and quickly as they talked in a foreign language, I 
didn't trust myself to be able to interrupt their flow of words and thus 
win their sympathy. 


In all three cases, I was afraid of frightening the girls instead of 
amusing them, of getting into an embarrassing situation. What do I 
have to do to successfully approach them on the street, especially at 
night? What can I not afford to do because it is dangerous for me and 
will go wrong with inexperienced losers? The answers to both 
questions probably contradict each other sharply. 


Now I'm even more overwhelmed at night, because nightlife has 
always been foreign to me; I never knew what to do there. Pubs, 
discos and clubs are not a pleasure for me but a hunting ground for 
others, against whom I have no chance. 


It was only afterwards, when they had long since run away and 
the fear of embarrassment had dissipated, that I remembered I should 
have simply said to the blonde-haired girl: -‘Hey, you look like a Vi- 
king with your braided pigtails.’ That would have gone down well and 
could have opened up a conversation. Inhibited or insecure men react 
like fools: they only learn from defeats that they would have avoided 
without inhibition or insecurity. Stupid men have no choice because 
they don't realise what's going on. Shy people, on the other hand, can 
be clever and see everything clearly, but unfortunately they are para- 
lysed and unable to act. 


Result / Conclusion: I have to learn to react and speak spontane- 
ously at lightning speed when on the move. 


Boom boom boom! Bumm bummer bummerst. 
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Halloween. It was only in the hotel that evening that a man 
working there told me about the festival. I hadn't even thought about it 
because it's an Irish festival for me. I'd been writing notes here for 
hours like a lonely monk or hermit. Now I can hear the driving bass of 
dance rhythms and merry, celebrating voices from below. I'm not one 
of them, just like before. Others are celebrating and enjoying them- 
selves, I am excluded and sad. I don't know where the parties are, nor 
do I belong. Even if I were there, I wouldn't find a girl. Nightlife is 
more difficult for me than work or maths. I just can't do nightlife. 


1.11.2023 

Haze moon. I slept through the Irish Halloween. 

-“You look lost in the digital world.” 

-“Oh no, I'm just messaging my group so they can see what it's 
like here.” 

Shortly before, she had snapped towards the shore, otherwise 
swiping her finger across her cell phone. 

-““Some people are so immersed in the virtual world that the real 
one fades away.” 

-“Yes, some of them certainly are.” 

-““Are you hiking here?” 

-“T'm a tourist guide with a group.” 

-““Ah, that's nice! You combine pleasure with work, almost like a 
paid vacation.” 

-“Not quite. I only do it on the side. I do different things." 

-“Tt's the same for me. I'm a nerd and a mathematician on the one 
hand, but I also do something completely different to develop both 
sides. What else do you do, study?” 

-““Yes, at the moment I'm doing an Erasmus exchange in Lisbon.” 

-“Last winter, I was on two Canary Islands. I saw a lot of people 
there who flew there to spend the winter on an Erasmus program. 
There's also a pub here that's named after Erasmus.” 

-“A kind of meeting place for Erasmus students.” 

-““Maybe. What are you studying?” 
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-“T'm studying ***, which is something like physiotherapy, only 
afterwards.” 

-“T also did physiotherapy once. So you do aftercare.” 

-“Something like that.” 

-“And how is that?” 

-“T'm lucky with my group. They're good, some are difficult.2 

“Difficult in what way?” 

-“Some don't do anything of their own accord and are difficult to 
motivate. Others are so good at it that it energises me.” 

-“I know that. Some prefer to lazily watch YouTube videos or 
films instead of reading. Some watch a football match and think it's 
sport.” 

-“Exactly. Motivation is important.” 

-“I am motivated by myself. I do things on my own initiative. 
What's your name?" 

SulP 

-“That reminds me of a song “Julia Dream” by Pink Floyd. It 
starts: ‘Julia dream, queen of all my dreams’. It's from their early 
psychedelic phase.” I looked her in the eye. I think it had an effect. I 
wasn't wearing sunglasses at the time. She stopped next to me at the 
traffic lights, even though the light was green. That's a good sign: she's 
following me. 

“We can walk over there if you want,” I said too weakly. More 
experienced guidance would have been better here, but I have to learn 
that first because I hadn't had the opportunity to lead yet. She followed 
me across the street. 

-““What are you doing now?” she inquired. 

-“T'm just going for a walk, taking pictures, then I want to have 
lunch and a drink. We can have a drink together in a café!” 

-“T'm on my way, I have to meet my group soon.” 

-“Where are you from? From the north?” 

-“From the east, but not quite. A smaller country.” 

-“Ah, otherwise I would have guessed Poland. But it could be 
Slovakia or the Czech Republic.” 

-“Slovenia.” 
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-“Oh, then you also have the Alps. I like the Alps and mountains. 
I only have to walk a few hundred meters or take a bend and I already 
have a different view.” 

-“Yes, Slovenia is beautiful. We have some lake. We can be in the 
Alps within two hours.” 

-““You even have some sea.” 

-“Yes, 42 kilometers.” 

-“That's enough for a nice stay on the beach.” 

-““Where are you from?” 

-““You guess.” 

-“French by the accent?” 

-“No, my accent isn't French.” 

-“Neither of us speak English as a native language. French 
people usually have a very strong accent.” 

-“The French accent is almost diametrically opposed to the Eng- 
lish accent.” 

-“Deutsch?” 

She said this one word in German, not English. Her country was 
once part of the k.u.k. Austro-Hungarian Dual Monarchy. 

“Yes” 

Now we talked about culture, walking through the narrow alley 
with the many restaurants near the coast. 

-“Physiotherapy, like yoga, has something Asian about it, but dif- 
ferent.” 

-“The hippies took a lot of philosophy from Hinduism and Bud- 
dhism back then, but changed it a lot and adapted it to their needs. The 
people there were surprised at what was made of it in the West. Hippie 
was even a dirty word in India.” 

She looked at me in amazement, walking beside me as if it were 
a matter of course. 

“The hippies wanted to live informally and without rules. South 
Asia, on the other hand, is an area strongly characterised by cultural 
forms. They did pretty much the opposite of India, which they raved 
about. Hippies thought they were natural, but were more alienated 
from human nature. It's an innate human need to have cultural struc- 
tures. It's like language. Instead of an infinite number of sounds, we 
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have carriers of meaning. They're slightly different in every language, 
which is why I have an accent in English, but similar enough that we 
could write all languages in one alphabet with some special charac- 
ters.” 

She listened without losing interest. Girls usually drop out in- 
wardly because it's too factual.” 

-“T've only just arrived for four days. How long are you here?” 

-“T'm here for a fortnight.” 

-“Oh, that's a really long time.” 

... | forgot part of the conversation and left it out. 

-“Tt's a peaceful island. So it's fitting that I've seen a Buddha here 
several times, even in my hotel, although they're good Catholics.” 

-“Ts your hotel far from here?” 

-“No, it's close, a little higher up there. 

-“T'll be with my group soon.” 

-“As soon as you've finished with your group, we should have a 
drink in a café somewhere this afternoon or evening.” 

-“We will” or something like that. I'm not sure what she replied 
exactly, but it sounded affirmative without giving a date or anything 
firm. 

-“Do you have WhatsApp?” 

“Yes” 

I gave her my number. 

-“Just write to me on WhatsApp.” 

But she couldn't find me. 

-“Ts the number right?” 

It was, but to be on the safe side, I let her enter her phone num- 
ber. It was correct; later I found her on WhatsApp. When she wanted 
to shake my hand, I raised my arms, spread them out, which she 
interpreted correctly and gave me a hug to say goodbye — It was the 
first time I succeeded in doing this with a girl. 


I cut my programme short because it was more important to me 
not to let burn anything here and returned home to type this in, ask my 
flirting teacher for advice and write to her on WhatsApp, because I my 
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cell phone doesn't have network here, but I do have access to the 
hotel's internet. 


On the way, I saw a slim, blonde girl turn off in front of me, 
dressed all in black with a headdress that is also worn by jockeys in 
equestrian sport. I was about to run after her, to catch up with her at a 
distance and say: 'You look like you want to go riding. But I decided 
against it so as not to get bogged down. Better to get one thing right 
than try to do too much! 


I saw four girls running up the steep road to the hostel, which 
ended in a dead end except for a crossroads. Well, I ran even faster 
than them on the other side of the road and heard the four of them 
chatting in German as I approached. If they turn into the cross street, 
they must be staying in the same hotel. Then I'll speak to them! That's 
what I thought, but they walked into the short cul-de-sac. I watched 
them for a moment and turned off in the direction of my accommoda- 
tion. I'd rather not camp it up. That was a good decision. At that 
moment, a police car drove past me, taking the only possible onward 
route into the cross street at the corner. Gosh! In small Catholic towns, 
a man can spoil his reputation very quickly. Watch out. We're not in 
decadent capitals like Berlin. 


Girls very rarely give me their phone number, almost never 
answer, and when they do, it breaks off quickly and suddenly. 


«Hey Jul, good to meet and talk. Let's grab a drink in a Café 
today when your guiding duties are done. Which time is fine for you?» 


-«Hii :) we are going on a catamaran trip right now and when we 
are done i have to take them to the hotel and than we have fado dinner 
planed :-D so today is a realy busy day» 


-«Hii:-D You sneak out from the Sabor / Fado Restaurant earlier. 
9:30 or 10:30?» 
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6 Nachrichten und Anrufe sind Ende-zu-Ende-verschltisselt. Niemand auBerhalb dieses 
Chats kann sie lesen oder anhGéren, nicht einmal WhatsApp. Wahle dies aus, um mehr zu 
erfahren. 


Hey Jul, good to meet and talk. Let's grab a drink ina 
Café today when your guiding duties are done. Which 
time is fine for you? A we 
Hii :) we are going on a catamaran trip right now and when we 

are done i have to take them to the hotel and than we have 

fado dinner planed€9 so today is a really busy day 


Hii@| You sneak out fram the Sabor / Fado Restaurant 

© @ _— garlier. 9:30 or 10:30? > 

I was determined to make this thing fly and achieve a break- 
through. I didn't speak to anyone else, because the risk of being talked 
about and getting into trouble with the locals seemed greater than the 
chances of success. Besides, I didn't want her to see it by chance. 
Given the minimal male chances, this was a bad decision. Experienced 
men advise continuing to approach at the same speed, using the 
momentum and happy feeling to be even better and more successful 
from now on. Which of the many opportunities that then arise will not 
burst like a soap bubble dream and remain will be revealed later. 


Now I tried to get advice from my former and perhaps future 
flirting teacher, for whom I had temporarily filmed videos of his 
infields, which he unfortunately doesn't have time for at the moment 
and there is no urgent need for now. But that didn't help. 


Once, a somewhat plump blonde woman, also no longer quite 
young, was sitting at the harbor just before the cruise ships. Her legs 
were pointing towards the promenade while she predictably poked at 
her phone. Should I speak to her? Girls or women sitting alone are 
sometimes lonely and happy to be addressed charmingly, or they are 
just passing the time somehow while their spouse does his work. As a 
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teenager, I was overcome with panic: ‘Oh, it's obvious what you want. 
You can't just go and say something! What is she supposed to think of 
you?’ Oh yes, she's supposed to think it in order to be interested in me 
at all, but what am I supposed to say? This maelstrom of well-bred 
inhibitions paralyzed my mind; my imagination and inspiration went 
out. What the hell am I supposed to say?! 
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She caught a glimpse of me, noticed my hesitation, and that was 
the end of it. When women realize that a man is hesitant, insecure, 
then he has failed. They certainly weren't waiting for someone like 
that, they're a dime a dozen. Every wave is a dolt of a man, you can 
tell he's scared. It only occurred to me afterwards that I should have 
told her she looked like a mermaid sitting on the shore in Copenhagen. 
That would have pleased and flattered her, would have been suffici- 
ently indirect so as not to come across as clumsy and repulsive. Actu- 
ally, I could, if only it weren't for my inexperience and inhibitions! 


«Hey Hl. my first set with a hug to say goodbye. She let herself 
be guided, did what I did at the traffic lights, touched me lightly with 
her fingers when I spoke. She's only here for four days, leading a 
group as a tourist guide and a kind of physiotherapist. When I told her 
about my hotel, she asked if it was far. Vague appointment for this 
afternoon/evening. What do I write to her on WhatsApp? Would be 
nice if you remembered to give me the uncut mp3 promised 1 year 
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ago. E.g. on my birthday in Mauerpark. I think I'm slowly noticing 
progress.» (WhatsApp) 
Hei EM, mein erster Set mit Umarmung zur Verabschiedung. Sie lieB 
sich fuhren, tat an der Ampel, was ich tat, bertihrte mich leicht beim 
Sprechen mit ihren Fingern. Sie ist vier Tage nur hier, leitet eine Gruppe als 
Touristenfiihrerin und so eine Art Physiotherapeutin. Als ich von meinem 
Hotel erzahlte, fragte sie ob es weit sei. Vage Verabredung fiir heute 
Nachmittag / Abend. Was schreibe ich ihr auf WhatsApp? Ware nett, wenn 
du an die vor 1 Jahr versprochenen ungeschnittenen mp3 denkst. Z.B. an 
meinem Geburtstag im Mauerpark. Ich glaube langsam Fortschritte 
zu bemerken.; = ee" 
Ich hoffe, dies war kein Fehler: "Hey ***, good to meet and talk. Let's grab 
a drink in a Café today when your guiding duties are done. Which time 
is fine for you?" 


Tja, was tun? ? Schwierige Antwort: "Hii :) we are going on a catamaran trip 
right now and when we are done i have to take them to the hotel and than 
we have fado dinner planed so today is a really busy day" 


14:25 W 


14:38 W/ 


Meine Idee: "You find a free spot and shoot me a message." 
Neuer Einfall: "You sneak out from the Sabor / Fado Restaurant earlier. 9:30 


or 10:30?" Soll ich das so schicken? a 
6:39 


«I hope this was not a mistake: “Hey aa. good to meet and talk. 
Let's grab a drink in a Café today when your guiding duties are done. 
Which time is fine for you?”» 


«Well, what to do? ? Difficult answer: “Hii:) we are going on a 
catamaran trip right now and when we are done i have do take them to 
the hotel and than we have fado dinner planed:-D so today is a really 
busy day”’» 
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«My idea: ,,You find a free spot and shoot me a message.”’» 


«New notion: ,,You sneak out from the Sabor / Fado Restaurant 
earlier. 9:30 or 10:30?” Should I send it like this?» (WhatsApp) 


Unfortunately, no helpful advice came back in time. His voice 
message contained nothing fundamentally different from what I had 
already sent in the meantime. No reply so far. It seems to have come 
to nothing for today, or perhaps for all four of her days here. I wish I'd 
kept approaching! 


I walked into the twilight with beguiling colors, tonight a screa- 
ming yellow instead of the usual evening red. Unfortunately, the 
lemon glow on land had already faded to amber just as I finally ran 
into the harbor to get a clear view for a good photo. Instead, I captured 
the yellow orange in the blue sky around the sun opposite. Then I 
dashed towards the lighthouse for a clear view. Again, I arrived se- 
conds too late, watching the yellow glow fade on the island as I pulled 
out my camera, removed the lens cap and switched it on. 


A woman with curly long hair, shimmering reddish at the bottom 
and blond on top, hurried in the same direction. She was no longer a 
girl, but of fertile age, as if waiting to become a mother soon. I could 
help her with that; that's what my seeds are for. 

-““What a wonderful play of colors in the sky,” I opened. 

-““Absolutely screaming colors.” 

-“Different every minute.” 

-“Different every second!” 

It faded so quickly here, whereas the clouds shone brighter. 

-“Your hair is slightly reddish, like a glow of the flaming colours 
of the sun.” 

She looked flattered. 

-“The sky is on fire.” 

-“Tt's like a yellow fire, without the red today.” 

-“T'm still waiting for something red.” 

-“Tt's different today, a cold yellow fire.” 
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Aman raced off towards the lighthouse. She called after him: 

-‘Faster, faster!” 

In between, I took pictures and changed lenses. It takes quite a 
long time to unpack the ultra-wide angle and put it on. In the mean- 
time, the colours faded and changed tone. Yellow became pale, some 
red-violet mixed into the grey of the fleecy clouds in the dying blue 
sky. I call this lens a fisheye, but I would like to have a frog's eye that 
looks out over the barrel of the lens like a three-quarter sphere and 
therefore also reaches backwards. Ideally, it should cover 360°, i.e. a 
Baerbockian 360° turn instead of the maximum 180° possible in a 
barrel, so that you would have to hold it up on a pole under the camera 
to avoid getting into the picture yourself. The result could then be 
beamed into a white dome, like in a 360° cinema. 


In the meantime, the woman had joined her husband, the one 
who had scurried off so quickly. It was just as well that I was careful 
and indirect, otherwise I would easily have been in a mess. While I 
was snapping the same landscape with changing lenses and equally 
changing colour tones, becoming calm because the magic of this 
colour show was over, I saw a girl sitting on the edge of the concrete, 
her feet turned towards the harbour basin and the sunset. She was a 
few beats younger, almost certainly didn't have a husband yet, and the 
way she was sitting there alone, probably didn't have a boyfriend 
either. However, she could be from here; I wouldn't want to be one of 
the masses of tourists to get on the nerves of local girls or families. 


They should be happy, not annoyed. But above all, the girl had 
probably overheard me talking to the unfortunately married woman. I 
don't dare to switch from one to the other in front of her, or not yet. It 
may be that experienced masters can do that. However, EL whom I 
asked for help today, once told me over radio transmission during an 
infield recording that I should follow inconspicuously so that the girl 
wouldn't notice, and waited until she had disappeared and then went in 
a different direction. If she gets suspicious, the whole nice flirtation 
can fall apart in an instant. That would be a great pity. 
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I moved on, again along the seafront promenade. No approach- 
able girls today, apart from a few who passed by so quickly that I 
couldn't speak to them before they disappeared, nor did I have any 
idea what to say. Because at night, “You look nice. That's why I wan- 
ted to say hello’ seemed too clumsy. Experts may do that; I prefer to 
avoid embarrassing situations and grow slowly, always as much as I 
can manage. Maybe there will be a time when I can say something 
like that at night, maybe never. I don't know. Suddenly being able to 
say something appropriate to a beautiful girl standing next to me is 
something I still have to work on. That's the main sticking point at the 
moment. 


Today there were no girls walking around the pubs, neither 
groups of girls nor anyone else. It was dead here. Yesterday was 
probably a special day; maybe because of Halloween or three cruise 
ships in the harbour. That's why I wasn't able to fulfil my resolution to 
praise as Viking girl, mermaid, fairy or whatever suits her the best, 
and then rely on my quick-wittedness as soon as the ice is broken and 
answers come. 


In the squash centre where I sometimes have a snack, instead of 
the “Tosta frango” with chicken I ordered today, which was also 
confirmed, I got a “Tosta atum” with tuna, which I didn't actually want 
and is 20 cents more expensive. But he only charged me for a tosta 
frango. Maybe he wanted to be nice, like the girl on my first visit, who 
unfortunately hasn't been back since, or maybe they were out of 
chicken. In any case, it was nice that I got something a few minutes 
after the end — the table had already been taken down for the night. 
There's nothing wrong with tuna either, as long as it's fresh and from 
Madeira. The only thing I don't want is tuna from Japan — for a long 
time it had been badly contaminated with mercury, which Japanese 
companies had dumped in rivers that washed it into the sea; today they 
are still dumping radioactive water from the Fukushima reactor 
accident, which has already contaminated the neighbouring marine 
areas. Comparatively uncontaminated tuna from the waters around 
Madeira, on the other hand, would be a good offer. 
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Now I received news that she had booked a group bus home after 
the dinner and concert, wherever that is on this island. My chances are 
sinking into the Atlantic deep-sea trench.“ 


During the course of the day, I had also spoken to one of the girls 
and women about Halloween yesterday, but I have forgotten which 
conversation the topic flowed into. 

-“T didn't pay any attention to Halloween yesterday and didn't do 
anything about it,” I had remarked, “To me, it's an Irish holiday, not 
one that affects me.” 

-“Oh, I thought Halloween was American? You see so much of it 
in the USA.” 

-“In the USA, many people have adopted it and turned it into 
something else.” 


2.11.2023 

There is a saying that even a blind cock can find a grain of corn, 
but although the seemingly impossible might happen by chance, the 
blind cock will be too clumsy, because he is untrained and inexperi- 
enced, to pick up the grain that rolls away and is snapped up by 
roosters with sight. That describes my situation. Girls have no need to 
travel to Funchal on my account, because publishers and the press 
have scornfully rejected me, which is why I have no reputation as a 
writer, but am unread. My painstaking life's work has thus been in 
vain, failed because of the one-sided hostility and indifference of this 
society. 


«Race Traitor will not abandon its focus on whiteness, no matter 
how vehement the pleas and how virtuously oppressed those doing the 
pleading. The editors meant it when they replied to a reader, “Make no 
mistake about it: we intend to keep bashing the dead white males, and 
the live ones, and the females too, til the social construct known as 
‘the white race’ is destryoed — not ‘deconstructed’ but destroyed.» 
(Havard Professor Noel Ignatiev's Race Traitor, Havard magazine) 
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Such voices of hatred, which arouse hatred and spread human 
suffering, have been courted for generations, including at universities, 
in politics and in the literary world, while the voices of the suffering 
oppressed by them have been and continue to be fanatically suppres- 
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ethnic groups, college students, schoolteachers, taxpayers, and 
white women. Race Traitor will not abandon its focus on 


whiteness, no matter how vehement the pleas and how virtuously 

oppressed those doing the pleading. The editors meant it when 

they replied to a reader, "Make no mistake about it: we intend to 

keep bashing the dead white males, and the live ones, and the 

females too, until the social construct known as 'the white race' is 

destroyed—not ‘deconstructed’ but destroyed." 

«All I want for Christmas is white genocide» (Professor George 

Ciccariello-Maher) 

«The task is to bring this minority together in such a way that 
makes it impossible for the legacy of whiteness to continue to repro- 
duce itself.» (Professor Noel Ignatiev) 

«entitled white men” deserve “miserable deaths while feminists 
laugh’’» (Professor Christine Fair) 


Similarly, feminists have for generations been targeting men, 
preferably the intersection of their hate objects, towards whom they 
display an empathy block and inability to love: white, heterosexual 
male losers. Each of the four characteristics qualifies as a bogeyman 
and scapegoat, but all four together add up to a crippling, suffocating 
level of oppression. 


Immediately after the only apparent success, a steep fall began. 
Instead of being inspired by the first girl who let me lead her and hug- 
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ged me goodbye, despite the sceptical traditional Catholic eyes of the 
small town, to approach more girls with better skills, I put everything 
on this one card, against the teachings of the flirting masters' experien- 
ce, and prepared myself so that I would be in the best condition when 
she turned up for the meeting and I could get through a night with her 
without any worries. But, as always, she didn't turn up. 


The result was that yesterday I was already suffering from a 
severe lack of exercise, the prettiest girls, when they seldom passed 
right under my nose, caused me a paralysis in which my usually 
quick-witted inspiration froze, I couldn't think of anything to say, bor- 
dering on a panic of speechlessness. 


This morning I was the little wretch again, the shy boy who 
doesn't trust himself, who then overplays his lack of confidence and 
comes across as rude as a result, even though he is in fact oversensiti- 
ve. I was once again the needy boy, whose hunger for girls is notice- 
able, which is the strongest deterrent existing, the most powerful love- 
killer. Anyone who seems needy to girls has lost, is an abomination to 
them, is perceived as harassment. This is paradoxical and destructive 
for men, but these are the primal instincts of women. 


As she didn't get back to me today, apart from a smiley face of 
astonishment at the first of two pictures I had sent yesterday in order 
to score points with a proof of quality by taking the sunset shortly 
after our meeting and to initiate a meeting, I had to start all over again. 


I am no longer the cool guy I am supposed to become, want and 
need to be in order for girls to like me, to find me charismatic, which 
should also apply to an audience as an artist, which I have to build up 
in the same way as my status with girls, but a failed, frustrated and 
needy loser I was in the morning, who moves into a world that is 
strange to him, which he has no idea how to win. 
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Hii You sneak out from the Sabor / Fado Restaurant 


earlier. 9:30 or 10:30? 18:06 W 


| can’t because it's my job and we have a bus organized back home. Such a 


long day today&3) 


| hope you enjoy it: €3 Are you staying far from here? I'm close 
to the old City. ASW, 


Like 25 min from funchal 


Nice i'll let you know if i come here some more in the mext days 


Nice. Take a public bus then. Where are you staying? 


2:57 


Funchal today. Let's grab a drink soon. In 


which town do you stay? pease 


© 
«I can't because it's my job and we have a bus organized back 


home. Such a long day today:-D» 

-«I hope you enjoy it. :-D Are you staying far from here? I'm 
close to the old City.» 

-«Like 25 min from funchal» 

«Nice i'll let you know if i come here some more in the next 
days» 

-«Nice. Take a public bus then. Where are you staying? 

Funchal today. Let's grab a drink soon. In which town do you 
stay?» 


Funchal today. Let's grab a drink soon. In 


which town do you stay? eRe: 


Sunset in Funchal today 


23:05 W 


On later days, she did not reply any more. 
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I endeavoured to avoid Portuguese women, especially from 
Madeira. After all, I don't want to be an extravagant tourist who dis- 
rupts their daily lives in a traditional small town that is already 
overrun with strangers. If it happens by chance, I'm happy to succeed, 
but I can't unleash the mass appeal necessary for learning on this 
small, peaceful island. Tourists and women from the north, on the 
other hand, are more open than usual on holiday, more inclined to 
make male acquaintances, so that it fits better and they are more likely 
to be happy. Besides, I want to learn how to make friends and win 
over the Nordic girls from my country who are so cold to me. 


Perhaps the after-effects of the trip eight days ago are also fading. 
I am once again more stuck in defeat and the habits it has created, 
flowing less in the moment, but dreaming away unworldly again, so 
that I first notice beautiful girls when they appear directly in front of 
me, only to move away again with the next step. I can't say anything 
that quickly; my intuition fails, I can't think of anything. Even a car 
driver wouldn't be able to brake so quickly: the infamous moment of 
shock. Even if she has looked at me, perhaps just because I stand out 
with my Dali beard, Portuguese cork hat and colourful tailored shirt, I 
can't find the right phrases so quickly, step up to her and speak to her 
before she flees the next moment. So when I do approach, it's not my 
first choice, the ones who really make my heart bubble and my soul 
cry out: 'I want her, I want her, please please please’, but girls who 
make my inspiration flow around the obstacles and give me ideas. 


My awkwardness began at breakfast in a private hotel. I greeted 
the almost empty room in English; a man replied -““Moin moin”. I 
couldn't take some things like breakfast cereals at first because I was 
carrying my tray half full in my hands and couldn't put it down 
because the man had put something there. So he wasn't particularly 
attentive. But he had something else, namely the somewhat angular 
but realistic masculinity that we had developed over many generati- 
ons. We'll come to that in a moment. A woman appeared after me, 
whom I greeted curtly in English but otherwise paid no attention to 
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because I didn't find her interesting. She stood there like a stick with a 
black wig or like a stork in a salad. Although I sat down in the aisle- 
shaped back room, which has a glass front with a panoramic view, I 
could clearly hear him addressing her, in German from the start. 

-“Good morning. Did you have a good day yesterday?” 

She began to tell him what she had done. He replied in a loud, 
pithy male voice about what he had done yesterday. He had been to a 
viewpoint about 3 kilometres away. A good idea, actually. 

“And what are you planning to do today?” 

He didn't come up with any ideas, as I tried to do, nor did he 
show any agility. He was as stubborn as a log, but with the firm, deep, 
self-assured voice that doesn't care about the world, which flirting 
instructors painstakingly try to teach us uprooted generations. The 
downside of this descended but entrenched masculinity is its inflexibi- 
lity, stubbornness, lack of imagination, but at the same time it has pre- 
served something important that I and many others lack. In a way, it 
was a lesson for me; I would have liked to hear and learn more from 
his dialogue. Flexible introverted brooders and thinkers are turned 
down by girls. 


A girl with brunette, slightly wavy long hair, perhaps just 
coloured like that, made a nice impression. She was sitting on a bench 
on the wide promenade where the early music festival was taking 
place. I decided to go over and say something that in retrospect 
seemed embarrassing and stupid to me, both independently of each 
other. -‘Are you going on a hiking holiday here?’ It was a pretty stupid 
idea, but I was paralysed. Fortunately, I noticed a double printed fabric 
band around her wrist. Now my intuition was working again and 
instead of the daft phrase, I said something sensible: 

-“Ts that a festival band on your wrist?” 

-“No, it's just a reminder.” 

-“T have lots of festival wristbands and collect them, I have four 
bags full of them.” 

Her attention had already faded; she wasn't looking at me any 
more. Now I added my comment, which would have been stupid in 
the first place. 
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“Are you on holiday here with hiking tours?” 

-“T live here.” 

Her gaze went into the distance; I interpreted her facial expressi- 
ons as: ‘Why is he actually talking to me? What's the point? I'm only 
answering to avoid being rude.’ With a brief farewell, I quickly moved 
on. That was embarrassing. But it got even more embarrassing. Now I 
deviated from the path I was unfortunately already used to, because 
the promenades simply have the most people, including young people, 
which is why they are the best place to get to know people. I didn't 
want to stand out in a stupid way or freeze in habit. I had actually 
hoped that after my inner journey on October 24th I would have a 
window of up to two weeks in which to retrain. But the effect seems to 
be wearing off. 


At the fountains, I walked up the street alongside the park and 
took a picture of a quaint tree with fruit from a house entrance, 
because the distance and wide angle were not sufficient, but the 
fisheye was too wide. Unfortunately, I have a gap in the available 
focal lengths. I also didn't check the aperture, which was still set to 
wide open but shallow depth of field for last night. Then I entered the 
park. There was a light-haired woman of fertile age sitting alone on a 
bench. These are actually the best opportunities, because it's more 
difficult in a group. If I appear too old or inappropriate to just one 
person in the group, she puts the brakes on me. Every now and then, a 
girl sitting alone is happy to meet a nice man. But I was probably still 
in my clumsy low, awkward, hungry and needy. By hungry I don't 
mean food, because I eat more than I do at home, where I often forget 
about it in the midst of my work. After taking some pictures, I stepped 
up to her bench. 


-“A nice view to enjoy the morning” or “to chill in the morning”, 
I said in English. It wasn't particularly bright. My voice was also too 
high-pitched and beta-style again. A confident masculine demeanour 
with a flirtatious smile might have been a winner, but not a needy 
schlemiel. She looked at me a little puzzled. 
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-“Are you also going on a hiking holiday?” I asked, assuming 
that most young visitors go on tours. She furrowed her brow as she 
looked at me. I realised I was very much out of place here. I even 
forgot whether she replied — ‘That too’ — or said nothing at all. I quick- 
ly said goodbye and disappeared from the scene of my embarrass- 
ment, watched by old local men in the park, on other benches and in 
the streets around me. 


Once you're struck, nothing works with girls. I walked down 
alleyways; rarely did a suitable fair-haired girl walk past, hopefully 
not a dyed local, because then the embarrassment would be greater 
than with holidaymakers from northern countries where masculinity 
has been so gutted by feminist generations that they are used to 
awkward men. 


At times, as far as I could tell from a distance, some of the girls 
looked attractive. On occasion there is disappointment when you get 
closer: 'Oh, yet another woman over the age of becoming a mother’. 
But they hastened quickly, as if they were in a hurry. One of them 
bobbed her light or light-coloured plait with every step. Too late, I 
decided to follow. So as not to make a fool of myself in the whole of 
the old town, I dashed up another street in the hope of meeting her 
round the corner as if by chance. That was the end of it. Oh horror, no 
cross street. Yes, it was just hidden. I hurried into what I assumed was 
the right street: Empty. Behind a bend, I saw a pigtail bobbing as I 
turned. When I reached the spot, the street was empty. The destination 
had disappeared. The same thing repeated itself with a light-haired or 
light-coloured woman instead of girl as before. She had a map in her 
hand and was obviously a holidaymaker looking for some interesting 
spot. I followed at a distance, but she branched off. 


I took the opposite direction because I saw a fortress at the top. 
Purely by chance, on a wild zigzag route to practise my pick-up, I had 
found one of the sights that others were rattling off according to plan. 
That may sound ridiculous, but it's still better than left-wing radicals 
who moved to the student town of Gottingen in 1978, boasting that 
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they had done their ‘basic training at the army’, emphasising their 
militancy and certain sympathies for the terrorist group RAF; one guy 
claimed that he had got to know the town while distributing extremist 
leaflets. Today they are just as fanatical fighters against right-wingers, 
whom they accuse of what they themselves have been since then and 
continue to be. 


I continued snapping. I had barely entered the castle, where a dog 
was barking loudly, when I realised: Oh how stupid! Everything is 
going wrong for me again today. I hadn't actually looked at my camera 
settings. For the night shots yesterday I had chosen a wide open aper- 
ture to capture lots of light, then forgotten to back it down. As a result, 
the beautiful bunch of roses bending halfway across the road and a 
few other things were out of focus, although the subjects themselves 
were clear because they were in focus. I had to go back part of the 
way later and repeat all the shots with the right aperture. While I was 
taking pictures with different lenses, sometimes using flash so that the 
embrasures wouldn't remain deep black and unrecognisable due to the 
high contrast with the bright light, some people walked past. I think I 
heard one woman say: “Oh, what beautiful motifs”, but I'm not sure. 


The woman who had stepped in front of me made her rounds just 
before me, noticing my presence. Somehow this is all wrong, against 
the teachings of my masters. You're not supposed to do that. Immedi- 
ately or not at all. I made a series of mistakes today, but sometimes it 
still partly worked. She seemed to be a bit past the age of becoming a 
mother. I turned off into a dungeon or windowless room where there 
were paintings and engravings of Funchal from earlier centuries, 
which I took with open aperture, if interesting. This time I didn't for- 
get to adjust the aperture for each shot. 
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Down the stairs of the castle, I saw the woman walking towards 
the exit. I hurried in the same direction. Don't imitate her, stupid idea! 
She could tell by the echoing footsteps. 

However, I was busy at the entrance for some time, repeating the 
shots that had been taken with the wrong aperture, as I had to walk 
back a little to get a view of the castle from the street. Downhill there 
was always a new rewarding view. Trotting down at a fast, springy 
pace, I unexpectedly saw this woman in front of me again. Coinciden- 
ce. 

-“The castle and down this road were many beautiful motifs,” I 
told her, “And the dog defended the castle loudly.” 

-“Yes, the dog barked a lot and protected the castle well.2 

We talked briefly about the holiday and things to do. 

-“Did you go on any excursions, hikes or bus tours?” 

-“Tomorrow I have a hiking tour in Nun's Valley.” 

-“Oh, that would have been better yesterday. They had a chestnut 
festival there. So they told me at the hotel. I thought, fine, it lasts a 
few days and I wanted to go today, but now it's already over.” 
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-“Yes, that's what they told me at the hotel.” 

Now the hackneyed key question: 

-“Where are you from?” 

-“Germany” 

-“‘Oh, then we can have an easier and better conversation,” I swit- 
ched to German. Everything works better for me in my mother tongue: 
deep thoughts, jokes, allusions, ambiguities, associations, different 
language levels, greater playful ease. 

I said that I wanted to depict another supposed chapel that remin- 
ded me of India, but was actually just a fountain. Hispanic and Latin 
American Catholic statues have a sensuality that also exists in Hindu- 
ism in India. So I see similarities, even though the two religions are 
very different. 

-“They say that this culture and Indian culture have common 
roots,” she interjected. 

-“Yes, they do,” I replied, thinking of my Bali book, but not 
mentioning the ideas because it seemed excessive, “But you have to 
go back a long way for common roots.” (to the pre-Christian era) 

What else she may have said about herself and her group was 
unfortunately forgotten by the evening of the same day, lost in the 
countless impressions of the day. Unfortunately, I didn't have enough 
time to take notes that would have avoided such gaps, as I would only 
have experienced and learnt half of what I did. Without notes and 
reflection, however, there is no learning effect. It is difficult to find a 
happy medium between living, practising and trying things out on the 
one hand and reflecting and writing things down on the other. 


As soon as she had left and I had bent off the path to see if there 
was a good view and motif in the cross street, a girl ran through my 
picture. I was standing on the top of the old round stone steps of an 
equally old little house, telephoto in hand, taking in the view of the 
sea and harbour between the Mediterranean trees. 
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Down on the ground, birds were pecking at food, perhaps grains 
that had been scattered from the tree. I hissed to flush them out so that 
I would have a few flying flutterers in the picture, which would liven 
it up immensely. Two also flew up one after the other; once I caught a 
bird in flight while snapping. But I thought I could do even better. An 
old man walked past. The birds continued to peck calmly. Now the 
girl hurried past the pecking birds at a speed that would not have been 
considered girlish in the past and faster than the old man, which is 
actually a reversal of roles. I was already looking forward to it: they're 
about to shy away and flutter up; then I'll have a great picture. To my 
disappointment, they didn't bother with the girl but carried on eating. 


Now I didn't have a pretty picture, but I had an excellent reason 
to approach her. I darted after her, stepped aside, waited until she 
looked at me. After all, I've learnt that much or that little in the mean- 
time. 

-“You almost got me a great picture,” I said to her, “I was taking 
pictures up there, past the trees and down to the harbour. There were 
birds on the ground below. Then you came walking past and I was 
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looking forward to you flushing them and getting me a nice picture of 
birds flying.” 

-“Did it work?” she asked back. 

-“No, it didn't. They stayed lazy on the ground and pecked. What 
are you doing here, on holiday and hiking?” 

-“T've been here for four months. And you?” 

-“Oh, that's good. I'm here for a fortnight.” 

-“Fine” 

-“Good idea: instead of having winter, you're on the island of 
spring in every season.” 

-Yes, it's beautiful here.” 

-“Are you on holiday or studying?” 

-“Both.” 

-“Erasmus?” 

-“Yes, an exchange programme via Erasmus.” 

-“T met a lot of people on the Canary Islands last year who did it. 
There's even a pub here that's called Erasmus. I found it yesterday 
when I was on my way to the harbour and another fort.” 

-“It's probably a meeting place for people doing Erasmus. And 
what are you doing right now?” 

-“T've just come from the fort up there where I was taking pic- 
tures and am now walking towards the harbour to look for an excursi- 
on next Sunday.” 

I hope that sounds convincing. No pickup user, especially not a 
beginner or flirt student, is going to say to girls: ‘I'm practising pickup 
right now because I really need it and nothing works with girls 
anyway. I hope I don't become impotent because of all the rejections, 
and because it never works, I really don't have a clue. That's why I 
have to practise as much as I do with you right now.’ I don't think 
anyone has ever said that to girls before. Me neither. Maybe I should 
do it. Just for the fun of it. To see how she reacts. Or because I've 
resolved to break out of all my entrenched patterns, whether on LSD 
or sober, to learn how to deal with girls and people again without the 
old incrustations when I had no chance. I wouldn't mind telling a girl 
the whole truth if our conversation went well. 
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She seemed satisfied with my answer. I hadn't betrayed myself. 
She hadn't exposed me as a flirt student, a boring logical nerd or as 
horny. So everything was fine so far. However, my speech hadn't 
swept her off her feet either. 


-“T'm off to see friends.” 

Happy to hear. I much prefer that to ‘I'm going to my boy friend’. 
Then followed the inevitable holiday platitude: 

-“Where are you from?” 

-“Poland” 

-““Great, then we're neighbours.” 

-“You're from Germany.” 

-“Did you recognise my accent?” 

“Yes” 

Another commonplace question, but a necessary one. 

-““What's your name?” 

-““Aschaa. It's an abbreviation. And very traditional.” 

-“Interesting. People like brevity. Many are too lazy to pronounce 
multi-syllable names. My grandmother was called Margarethe. As a 
small child, I called her Dete because the R was probably still too dif- 
ficult. I also have an abbreviated name: Jan” 

I've probably forgotten a few things by now. In any case, our 
walk together ended in the very park where I had experienced my em- 
barrassing rebuff this morning and failed wasting photographs with 
night-time open aperture. 

-“Excuse me. I've just got to call my group. They're already 
waiting.” 

-“After the meeting with your group, we'll have a drink in a café 
and chill.” 

-“T'll have to see when I'm free." 

-“You send me a message. Do you have WhatsApp?” 

-“Yes, but I don't have a network at the moment.” 

She got connected in the park, talking in Polish with her friends, I 
assume. She probably didn't have a boyfriend. So far, no ‘I have a 
boyfriend’ trump card had been played. After the conversation, she 
took my number. 
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-“T have to go this way now to see my friends,” she pointed back 
up the slope at an acute angle. A quick goodbye, never got a message. 


I suspected I had made several mistakes. Firstly, I thought my 
voice was once again too high-pitched, too beta and unmanly. It was 
only when I told her my phone number that I remembered to pay 
attention to my voice, to lower it, to speak with my stomach or 
diaphragm and to think of intimate encounters with her so that my 
voice would be friendly, warm and erotic in colour. In addition, my 
gaze now fell on her large neckline. She can fill quite a wide dirndl. 
Secondly, I should have got her phone number, as girls almost never 
write to men on their own initiative. 


After eating, changing and checking my WhatsApp messages — 
the usual radio silence from girls, all empty, no replies — I went for 
lunch. On the way, I was daydreaming. Dreaming up a life I don't have 
and a better world than the ‘politically correct’ monstrosity that is 
currently driving us to extinction. I noticed beautiful, light-haired, 
elegant girls gliding past with a really feminine, floating stride again 
and again only when they were right in front of me; during my 
moment of shock, or even just a half-second of shock; by the time I 
woke up and wanted to speak to them, they were already moving 
away from me again. 


Flirting teachers have preached to me: you have to be completely 
absorbed in the moment, otherwise you have no chance of building a 
physical connection, which is what matters with girls. Girls make 
decisions with their bodies, not their minds. Even if women believe 
otherwise, the experiences of the flirt masters show that it depends 
93% on physical aspects such as voice and body language, and only 
7% on words. Hardly anyone knows the study from which the percen- 
tage figures are taken, but in all experience this is no exaggeration. 
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How Much of Communication Is Nonverbal? 
He found that communication is 55% nonverbal, 38% vocal, and 7% words only. ... body 
language and facial ... Research has shown that people who speak with a 


The other statements in this book are also not an oblique view or 
even an invention, but are proven both scientifically and by the 
systematic experience of millions of flirt masters and students who 
approach the truth through trial and error and cannot afford to make 
false assumptions, because then they would not be successful. 
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The most beautiful girls slipped past me without being spoken to. 
What a great shame! 


Girls walked past the harbour, but mostly in pairs. I couldn't think 
of a sentence that I thought they would accept. One was walking 
alone. Ah. But the moment she was next to me, my mind went blank. 
An ant could have uttered words rather than my empty mind. 
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Then a not-so-young woman walked in front of me. Slowly and 
alone. That makes it much easier. I can't remember girls running so 
fast in the past. Boys almost always ran faster. The rapid two-metre 
strides of South Tyrolean mountain boys were famous. They would 
race up the mountain so fast that girls couldn't keep up, unfortunately I 
could only run a short distance. Girls today are goal-orientated and 
race, as was typically male in the past. Something's not right. There 
are only a few girls left who float sensually and girlishly, with 
swaying hips and breasts. 

But let's not go there. Muchly the sweet girls are unattainable 
because every man who is not completely broken desires exactly those 
few sweet girls who have remained girls even in bad times. That's why 
these sweet girls think that they only deserve the very best men, 
because they have an insane amount of choice. No male loser, no 
inexperienced boy, no unlucky boy has the slightest chance of getting 
such a sweet, feminine girl. If anything, they have to scramble for the 
scrap, and even then losers and incels fall through. 


I followed the woman who was once beautiful but no longer of 
an age to become a mother. Women of her vintage have families, look 
forward to grandchildren, yet no longer milk semen for conception, 
but are like a bowl that removes semen from the purpose of procreati- 
on and disposes of it. 

-“Oh, today we have a completely different evening light than 
yesterday. Today it's redder, like your hair.” 

-“Thank you” 

-“Yesterday it was a pale yellow glow, like a cold fire.” 

-“Yes, it was very different to today.” 

-“Are you here on holiday?” 

-“No, I live here?” 

-“T see, are you from Madeira?” 

-“No, we moved here a year and a half ago, from ***.” (Country 
where there is now unfortunately a war) 

-“That's nice: you have spring at any time of year.” 

After a little chat. 
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I walked along the embankment. Girls with girlfriends rarely pas- 
sed by, between a two-sided trellis of almost exclusively young men, 
mostly of distant origin. It smelt of excess testosterone, almost like at 
home. A few families bathed on black gravel stones. Every now and 
then a young couple enjoying their time together. Very rarely a beauti- 
ful, elegant girl walking alone; then my brain cuts out as if someone 
had switched off the power supply. 


After all, I can see a blonde or coloured girl running in front of 
me. But now I have to overcome my inner bastard! I go after her on 
the wide boardwalk where it's not noticeable, not even that I'm na- 
turally faster than girls — although with sports-fanatic girls these days I 
can't guarantee to save the natural role through physical performance. 
Well, there was a black-haired female friend running alongside her. 
When I caught up with her, we were standing in front of the Old Fort, 
where sunbathers lay on a concrete foundation in front of black stone 
cliffs and black boulders and called it ‘the beach’. 

-“Great, this is the familiar beach: concrete slab and black stones. 
A bit of sand wouldn't be bad.” 

My attempt at irony and mockery didn't work. 

-“Yes, that's the beach.” or something similar, replied the blonde 
or blonde-haired woman. 

-“Are you on holiday or Erasmus?” 

-““We're on holiday,” said the fair one. 

-““Most of the people I meet here are either from Poland or Belgi- 
um. Where are you from?” 

-“Belgium. Are you an allemand?” 

-“Yes. You're from the French-speaking part of Belgium,” I 
replied, “because you said ‘allemand’.” 

“Yes” 

The Walloon Belgian moved ten metres back. That's how much 
distance she wanted from me to nip any attempt at a real conversation 
in the bud. Only her friend, a naturalised Belgian from Black Africa, 
spoke to me in a superficially polite manner. After how many 
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repetitions can something be described as typical? They sent me off 
with a farewell. 


Now I entered the concrete area, which is listed on the internet as 
one of Funchal's two beaches. Just like in front of a real beach, there 
was a cold water shower where you can rinse the (here non-existent) 
sand off your feet. A man was using the shower head to fill his 
travelling water bottle. Behind him on the right were beach stalls: one 
for ice cream, one with drinks, the third presumably with small 
snacks. Below them, beach holidaymakers lay and sat on the concrete 
edge. Others swam in the water behind the mostly fist-sized black 
stones between sharp rocky reefs jutting out of the water. 


I sat down at a distance next to two girls and took off my shirt so 
as not to sweat all over it for a change, but to delay the fading of my 
summer tan with a bit of sunlight. 

-““What language do you speak?” I asked. 

-“Swedish.” 

-“T didn't recognise that. I thought I recognised individual syllab- 
les or words several times, but then it wasn't the language after all. 
This happens to me often. I've also heard Swedish folk songs on You- 
Tube. At first I thought: ‘That sounds familiar, it's very similar’. But 
after that, I didn't understand anything.” 

-“The languages are different,” confirmed the one half lying, half 
crouching closer to me. 

-“The Scandinavian languages seem to be similar — except Fin- 
nish, of course — so people can understand each other: Swedish, Nor- 
wegian, Danish.” 

-Yes, that's the case.” 

-““The beach here is made of big black stones.” 

-“That's how they are here.” 

-“So I wouldn't want to surf here. You can fall really hard.” 

-“That does not seem possible here.” 

-“The sea will grind the stones to sand. It's only a matter of time. 
In a million years there will be the most beautiful black sand here.” 

-“Certainly” 
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“Are you from northern or southern Sweden?” 

-“From the south.” 

-““Ah, then you must be a Gotin. According to a report I saw re- 
cently, the name Sweden (Sverige) comes from the Svear tribe, who 
lived in the north, while the Géta / Goth tribe lived in the south. At 
some point the Svear triumphed and established a kingdom. The name 
Gotland probably comes from the Géta / Goths.” 

I keep trying it too intellectual, but that's my natural flow of 
thought. If I'm supposed to be an authentic man who presents himself 
as he is, then that's how it is. I've been doing that for decades, but it 
doesn't come across to girls. That's why I've had to take flirting les- 
sons for years. The attention of the two girls diminished rapidly, while 
many sunbathing men watched me. Girls always win the case; at all 
times it's considered the man's fault if a conversation doesn't go well. 
It was high time to put the conversation to sleep. In Berlin, left-wing 
block-guard types like to intervene when a loser like me doesn't 
arouse much interest, which they see as a disruption of the feminist 
order. So a few winners keep improving, many losers keep sinking 
lower. 


I leaned back, watched the glistening of tiny waves and strangely 
shaped fleecy clouds, took a few shots, but began to get bored. Behind 
me on the edge of the concrete was a girl or reasonably young woman 
in a flaming red swimming costume reading a book. As a writer and 
book connoisseur with thousands of books at home, I actually really 
like this and have a good starting point for conversations. But unfortu- 
nately that wasn't possible now, because she was within sight of the 
many men who had observed my dead attempt at a conversation with 
the two Swedish women from a distance and also didn't know how 
intellectual the content was. Their suspicion must have increased 
when I spoke to the next girl in their field of vision. What's more, the 
book-reading girl in bright fiery red had also noticed that I had already 
failed in my attempt to talk to her neighbours. 
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Those who fail with one woman are also rejected by others. This 
also exists in the animal kingdom and is called ‘preselection’. Flirt 
masters know this mechanism and use it in their favour. They go out 
with a social friend or even an ordered ‘wing-woman’ so that girls see 
that they are friends with great, hot girls. Because of their instincts, 
other girls then want to get acquainted with these great pikes. How- 
ever, those who have failed with women are also rejected by others. 


So there were two good reasons why I was not allowed to speak 
to the book reader, even though I am a writer myself who has written 
several books. But this beach, which is a concrete edge, also had a 
sharp bend in this concrete edge. I picked up my photo bag, shirt and 
sunglasses, walked round the corner and was out of sight of the men. 
One danger averted. I didn't care that the now distant book reader 
could see me. Let her think what she wants of me, because I can't 
speak to her anyway. 


I was sunbathing and took photos of a sailing boat that was mo- 
toring without sails, as is customary here. All made for tourists and for 
self-expression. A woman ran over, laid out a blanket and settled down 
on it. 

-“Ah, that's handy. You've brought a towel.” 

-“That's good as a base.” 

-“T brought one with me on the plane. But as I couldn't find a san- 
dy beach, I haven't needed it yet.” 

At that moment, a young man came over, cast a scrutinising 
glance at me to see what was going on, then greeted his girlfriend and 
settled down next to her. The conversation had ended. Not another 
word. I took a few more pictures of the sailing ship without sails but 
with an engine as it chugged along the cliffs towards the harbour, then 
picked up my things and ambled to the exit. My appearance in this 
small town swimming pool, where everyone watches everyone else 
and there is therefore no room for flirting students, would have been 
over if two girls hadn't started talking to each other in German as I 
walked past. 
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-“That's a crazy booze idea,” said a fat, tattooed, but still light- 
haired girl to a dark-haired girl in German. 

-““A crazy booze idea is always good. I agree,” I interjected in a 
strong, deep voice whereby I assumed a funny other identity. 

-“Yes, isn't it?” the fat girl replied. 

-““Are those snakes or rather waves?” I enquired, pointing to the 
long, thin tattoo on her arm from the top to the space between her 
fingers. 

-“That's my symbol for inner balance. It always calms me down,” 
she explained. 

-“Oh great. Then you're always balanced. But what are you 
wearing back there?” 

She pulled at her belly fat so I could see more of the tattoo, 
which was more on her back. 

-“That's a Maorie motif. I got it in New Zealand.” 

-“T've also been to New Zealand several times. And in Australia.” 

-“New Zealand is beautiful. I like that. I've been there several 
times, but that was ten years ago.” 

-“T was there before Covid times too.” 

-“T didn't like Australia at all.” 

-“They have the ten most poisonous animals in the world there.” 

-“Exactly. We had it better in New Zealand.” 

-““And what do you have tattooed there?" 

I had discovered a small, hidden third tattoo on her. She raised 
her well-fattened arm and proudly showed me her design. 

-“That's a map of the world. Can you see that? Because I love 
travelling!” 

-“We have something in common,” I purred the appropriate text 
module from the magic kitchen of the flirt master guild, “When are 
you travelling to Mars?” 

-“T'm going to Mars next month!” she announced confidently. 

-“T don't think I'm coming with you,” I replied, “I'm sure I'll get 
asthma on Mars because the air there isn't breathable.” 

They laughed. 

“Elon Musk is probably a smart person, otherwise he wouldn't 
have become so rich, and he has some smart views. He's already buil- 
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ding his Spaceship One and wants to fly to Mars. But he's wrong 
about Mars, which is so hostile to life with its thin air and strong radi- 
ation, and so light that hydrogen and oxygen vapour out into space. 
Elon, the Mars thing is a crazy booze idea! Which brings us back to 
the beginning of the conversation.” 

They laughed. 

-“We're in a time warp.” 

-“Yes, that's right, I'm in a time loop right now, constantly going 
back to the previous moment. If the day was good, we can relive it 
every day in the time warp.” 

-“T wish you a good journey in the time loop, Sir.” 

-“Why so formal? I also arrived here a day later than expected.” 

-“That was probably due to the time loop.” 

-,,;We were already on the plane at Frankfurt am Main airport. 
People and luggage were on board, but we couldn't take off because 
they couldn't find a tanker with jet fuel. Frankfurt Airport once boas- 
ted that it was the largest airport in continental Europe, and today they 
are so broken that we are sitting for an hour without kerosine because 
they can't find a tanker. Afterwards we stood on the tarmac for a long 
time. Presumably flight control in the tower was also asleep and we 
had to wait. I feel really sorry for the Portuguese TAP. We got stuck in 
Lisbon and they had to pay for a hotel for us.” 

-“Tt's the same with us,” the dark-haired woman interjected, ““We 
were supposed to fly out Sunday, but now we have to leave tomorrow 
because the flight has been brought forward a day.” 

It seems to me that they are living in a loop with time dilation. 
Because today (the time of the experience) is Thursday, tomorrow is 
Friday, which would result in the flight being brought forward by two 
days. 

-“What is your plan? We need to sort out the time loop over a 
drink together.” 

-“That's not possible because we're flying tomorrow,” the 
tattooed woman replied. 

-“Well, tonight then.” 

-“T've already got a date tonight.” 

-““Yes, with me — a date for three with the two of you.” 
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Even my former and perhaps future flirting teacher El might like 
this reply; he's always coming up with quick-witted lines like this. 

-“T have a date with Yogo.” 

-“Yogo? That sounds a lot like yoga.” 

-“Yes, Yogo is my yoga teacher.” 

-“Then we have our date. We absolutely have to clarify how we 
can postpone your flight. We have to make sure that your airline 
doesn't get any kerosine for a few days. Then you'll have to stay 
another four or five days, and the best thing is that the airline will 
have to pay for your hotel, like they did for me, because they can't fly 
without fuel.” 

-“But I have a date with Yogo today.” 

-“You've said that before. We have a lot of time loops here.” 


When I fell out of the time loop of this conversation, it gradually 
dawned. I still tried to approach girls, but the elegant ones were gone 
before I could even say ‘time warp’, and so they missed out on 
meeting this poet who is stuck in a time loop of being rejected on all 
levels, by girls, publishers and the media. 


In the hotel, I said to a girl working there — without any ulterior 
motive, of course, just out of social friendliness, because I'm not 
stupid: 

-“You have a butterfly tattoo.” 

At first she didn't understand the word ‘butterfly’, but she did 
understand ‘tattoo’. Then she realised what was meant and showed the 
butterfly. 

“Tt also goes well with the island,” I added. 

-“T have another one, too,” she interjected and showed the some- 
what hidden pattern. 

-“My grandfather died a quarter of a year ago. I wear it as a me- 
mento.” She translated: “As long as I'm breathing, I won't forget you.” 
She is the second person to have such a memorial tattoo. It seems to 
be widespread here. 


3.11.2023 
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Through a narrow alleyway in the old town, a motorcyclist drove 
with the noise of a broken or sawn-off exhaust, which was amplified 
by reflection in this open-top tunnel. In addition, there were deafening 
explosions that reduced my hearing until I was taking notes on a 
cement bench on the coast, although I quickly stuck fingers in both 
ears. With bang! Pow! Bang! he turned left, where the roaring and 
banging died away. I ran after him, putting the camera in my pocket. A 
young man was just getting off some kind of pimped-up moped and 
pulling his helmet off his head. What a show-off! 

-“Have you just been coming with that incredible noise and ex- 
plosions?!!”, I shouted at him indignantly, ,,Have you no consideration 
for the ears of others with those deafening explosions?!!” 

It was delicate and courageous. A group of presumably Portu- 
guese young men of testosterone age sat on stone steps nearby, wat- 
ching and listening in astonishment. 

-“You are not in your country! We cannot do anything about it!”’, 
he replied calmly, but with a boorish content. I looked at him coolly 
and turned away. You can't do anything with an answer like that. But 
basic consideration should apply everywhere, regardless of the law. 
The facade of a deceptive idyll is beginning to peel away. I don't want 
to live here. 


Two girls came towards me, while I was still angry. One of them 
looked at me, perhaps trying to read my conspicuous appearance and 
my still angrily clouded gaze. I had to let them pass. In my current 
state, I would have messed up. This was not a favourable opportunity 
to try out the spell I had come up with during the night to remedy the 
block I had clearly felt again yesterday. 


A girl in front of me was carrying a bag of fruit. I suspected that 
she was hardly a hotel tourist because it is difficult to cut fruit there 
without a kitchenette or cutlery. However, her outfit from behind was 
like in Central and Northern Europe. 

-“Did you come on a cruise ship?” 

-“No, I live here. And you?” 

-“Me neither. I asked because you look elegant.” 
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My first and third sentences stemmed from last night's idea. 

-“Oh, thank you.” 

-“Did you come here on holiday?” 

Now I was really faltering. I could have guessed her answer and 
should have said something interesting instead. 

-““No, I'm from here.” 

Now she had said ‘no’ twice; teachers explain that this easily be- 
comes a ‘no’ to us. It is important to ask in such a way that the answer 
is ‘yes’, because this ‘yes’ is transferred inwardly to their attitude to- 
wards us. 

Before I had a suitable follow-up ready, she apologised that she 
had to rush on to friends. 

-“Have a nice time with your friends.” 

-“Have a nice holiday.” 


Unfortunately, one of the black African men streaming in en 
masse across the Mediterranean had been standing nearby and was 
probably listening. I hoped that I wouldn't involuntarily teach him 
ideas that he would later use to skim off what I was denied. 


That was a somewhat unsuccessful outline of my idea from the 
night before. Now follows an old building block: 

-“Hey!” She pulled out an earplug. “You're wearing black. That's 
brave, it really heats up in the sun.” 

So far today, I've been insecure, and it probably seemed that way. 
She quickly put her earbuds back in before I could talk about heat on 
black varnish in the tropics. I hadn't used the few seconds of her atten- 
tion well enough. Sometimes a compliment works better than attempts 
to show wit or humour. A tease is good for in between, but probably a 
bad opening. 

-“Tt's alright.” she replied as she walked away. 


Remember: if a girl says everything is fine, then something is 
usually not fine at all. 
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A girl stepped out of the gate of a high-rise flat block overlooking 
the rocky coast as I was standing in front of it. 

-“Oh, do you live right on the shore here? It's like living on 
holiday.” 

-“T'm only here for a month.” 

-“Ah, are you on holiday?” 

She was short, Latina, my voice thankfully deeper than it often is. 

-“T'm visiting some of my family who live here.” 

-“Tt's a nice neighbourhood.” 

-“Yes, I like it. Very peaceful.” 

-“Mostly. The only thing I didn't like this morning was someone 
on a moped rattling loudly and making loud explosions — bang! Pow! 
Bang! — through the echoing narrow streets of the old town centre.” 

I recounted his reply: “You're not in your own country! There's 
nothing we can do!” 

-“There are problems at home, unrest. I'm from Venezuela.” 

At first I didn't understand her, because in Spanish V and B often 
sound confusingly similar. 

-“Venezuela? That's not considered so safe.” 

-“You must have heard the news.” 

-No, I don't follow the news like that.” 

-“Unrest, a kind of dictatorship here.” 

-“It's good to be travelling to a peaceful country. I was in Mexico 
two years ago; I met a lot of people from Argentina there.” 

She was taken aback. This time she didn't understand my pronun- 
ciation of a country's name. 

“Argentinia, no Argentina, Archentina.” (with Swiss ch) 

Now she realised. 

“There was probably an economic crisis there at the time. Many 
people went to Mexico, lived and worked there.” 

-“T was just in Madrid.” 

-“Madrid? Did you visit the Prado?” 

-“No, I was just in *.” 

-“What's that?” 

-“A main street.” 
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-“Well, at least there's something to see, lots of people out and 
about.” 

-“T've also seen a lot of Argentinians there.” 

-“Those who can afford it are travelling away.” 

-““Maybe” 

-““What kind of jewellery are you wearing?” 

She reached for her necklace and showed the pendant. 

-“This looks like a coin.” 

-“That's an angel.” 

-““Oh, you have a guardian angel. He protects you everywhere.” 

-“Yes, exactly. He protects me.” 

-““What's your name?” 

-“Daniela” 

-“Your name is beautiful, like a melody. And why do you wear a 
golden D around your neck?” 

The question was probably clumsy, too. 

-“Tt stands for my name.” 

-“Exactly, so you can never forget your name," I joked in a low 
voice. That's better. Taking the mickey. ‘Push and pull’ This should be 
followed by attraction, praise or an expression of interest. She looked 
astonished or piqued. 

“Or others can guess your name.” 

-““Most people guess Diana. It's shorter.” 

-“Diana sounds less melodic than your name.” 

I pronounced it again with a melodic flourish. She smiled. I 
should have added: ‘Your name is like an opera coloratura’. With an 
index finger, I lightly nudged her golden D. 

-““What are you doing right now?” she asked. 

-“T'm just going to Praia Formosa with the famous black stones.” 

-“There's a path from Praia Formosa to Camara de Lobos, about 
4 kilometres,” she revealed, “Have you ever been there?” 

-“Yes, I've been there. Madeira is not that big. If I got up early in 
the morning and walked through it, I could get quite far along the 
coast in a day.” 

-““Some people here in Venezuela think the water here is cold, but 
I think it's good. It's pleasant, neither hot nor cold.” 


136 


-“IT was born on the North Sea shore. The water is really cold 
there. Here it's warm for us.” 

Then I asked: “What are you up to? What's your plan today?” 

-“T'm going to the shopping centre over there. Do you know it?” 

-“Not yet. Then you're probably going fashion shopping there.” 

-“Not that.” 

Although flirting teachers are advised to make many assumptions 
about her, even if they are wrong, in order to make her set it straight or 
justify herself, on the other hand this means many denials of false 
assumptions, which should also be avoided. Both points in the flirting 
theory contradict each other. 

-“Or are you just looking with your eyes?” 

-“Neither. I'm just going for lunch.” 

-“Good plan. What are you doing after lunch?” 

-“T'm going to visit friends.” 

-“Fine. After your meal and meeting friends, we'll have a drink in 
a café.” 

-“We'll see. I don't know when I'll be free.” 

-““Send me a message as soon as you're free. Then we'll have a 
drink together. Do you have WhatsApp?” 

-“Not so much. Do you have Instagram?” 

-““Yes, but it's easier to send messages on WhatsApp.” 

-“Not really, I prefer Insta.” 

I gave her my Insta. That was a tactical mistake, because a man 
should always take the girl's as almost no girl will come forward on 
her own. No hug, just friendly goodbye wishes. She never got in 
touch. 


A woman in a rust-coloured dress sat on the concrete ledge above 
steeply sloping rocks. 

-“Your dress matches the colour of the path and the earth.” 

-“Thank you” 

In retrospect, I realise that a proper compliment, or rather an ex- 
pression of interest, was missing. 

-“Oh, you've got birds tattooed on you! Like the flock of seagulls 
sailing over the waves.” 
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A group of tattooed birds flew on her shoulder. 

-“Tt's okay.” 

Just like before: when a woman says it's OK, warning sirens 
should be blaring, because then something is usually not OK. Perhaps 
a clear expression of interest was missing. My observation was not 
really a compliment. A philanderer or pick-up artist would have told 
her he thought she was cute. As crude as that is, it seems to go down 
better than imaginative observations. 


There were only a few people on the black pebble beach, which 
calls itself beautiful, mostly a hundred metres or more away. That's not 
exactly socialising. A woman with long black hair was sitting alone in 
the middle distance. She could have been a mum whose family was 
off romping somewhere else. She didn't exactly look like a girl who 
was inclined towards adventure or liked meeting men to see if there 
was anything suitable. But nothing else was going on. I went over 
there. She had just piled three of the smaller, flat pebbles on top of 
each other. 

-“You're building a stone pillar,” I said to her. 

-“T'm trying,” she objected, not even trying to put the fourth one 
on top. 

-““Someone built a tall column back there,” I continued, “It's pro- 
bably still standing because the tide doesn't rise that high.” 

In the background was a kind of stone tower, perhaps half a 
metre high or more, consisting of about a dozen flat stones. No ans- 
wer. I had probably put a spoke in my wheel with my comment, which 
was appropriate in terms of content but did not invite a conversation. 
So I changed the subject, which is supposed to be a good thing. Flir- 
ting teachers say that girls and young women of fertile age want a 
rollercoaster of emotions, both good and bad, whereby the good ones 
must of course predominate, a merry-go-round of topics. Then they 
are not emotionally bored, but feel attracted. 

-“Oh, you have a sun on your arm!” 

She had a radiant sun tattooed under her shoulder, the inside of 
which looked like a smiling face and the outside like a ring of petals. 
She showed her tattoo. 
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-Yes, that's a sun.” 

-“You always have the sun with you,” I translated the facts into 
something personal about her. That's what I learnt from flirting 
teachers recently; since my trip at the beginning of last week, I have 
been able to implement the advice better. 

“No matter what the weather's like, you've got your own sun with 
you,” I tried to flirt. 

-“Yes, on foggy days like today.” 

Her body bore small tattoos in many places, but not extensive 
like some who use their body as a canvas, leaving hardly any unmar- 
ked skin. I asked about more of her tattoos. She showed me her other 
arm, which had a moon tattooed on it. At first I wanted to joke that it 
must be a new moon because her body was between the sun and the 
moon, so the sun couldn't shine on the moon. Then J let it go. Maybe it 
was too complicated and cerebral, which I was often labelled as being. 

-“And what's that down there? Is that a bull?” 

She now showed areas of skin teeming with small animals. 

-“You're carrying a herd or an ark of animals. And there, is that a 
bull?” I repeated, pointing to the tattoo in question. 

-“Oh that, no, that's something else.” She now showed me the 
side of her forearm that was half turned away from me, where the 
mysterious tattoo was located. She also told me the name of what it 
was, but I didn't understand it. Perhaps it was an unfamiliar Spanish 
word, or one that I only recognised in writing. (Subjunctive IT) 

-“Where are you from? Are you from here?” I asked, because she 
looked like a Latina. 

-“From Mexico.” 

-“Oh, I was in Mexico two years ago, just for Halloween,” I in- 
terjected and subsequently improved my pronunciation to “Mechico”, 
as “Mexico” is pronounced there. 

Her face lit up. 

-“That's good. Where have you been there?” 

-“In Tulum and Mexico City. There was a huge Halloween pro- 
cession there, lasting for hours. A mixture of Catholic procession and 
carnival, like here in the Rhineland.” 
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Unfortunately, I forgot to mention that this procession was more 
of a Mexican festival of the dead, which just happened to coincide 
with Halloween. Now I asked the usual questions, endeavouring to 
speak in a cool, deep diaphragmatic voice to create the necessary man- 
woman polarity, while my gaze mostly looked into her eyes, but 
occasionally couldn't help but notice her no longer girlish, but plump 
breasts. 

-““Have you been on any hikes?” 

-“Yes, one. To a valley like this. That was very nice.” 

-“The valley of the nuns?” 

-““Yes” 

-“There was a chestnut festival there on 1 November.” 


She didn't recognise the English word chestnut. At first I tried to 
pronounce it more clearly and emphasise it differently. After several 
attempts to explain, I said ‘Kastanie’ in German because the Spanish 
and Portuguese words had just slipped my mind. 
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German and Hispanic words, she realised what I meant and used the 
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Spanish expression, which I didn't actively remember, but passively 
recognised. 

-“Yes, exactly. Because they're ripe right now, they had a party. I 
thought it was going to last for several days and wanted to go, but by 
then it was already over.” 

“The day before yesterday there was a starkly pale sunset. It was 
like a cold fire. Yesterday it was more reddish,” I added. 

-“Tt's different every day.” 

-“Soon it will be sunset again. We can watch it in a café, have a 
drink and chill out.” 

She looked at her watch. 

-“That's another three hours.” 

-“Then there's still plenty of time.” 

When questioned, she said she was going somewhere else tomor- 
row. I didn't recognise the place. Maybe it was on this island. 

-“T'm visiting Spain after that.” 

-“Then we should sit in a café today, have a drink and chill out.” 

There's always a problem at this point, even if the conversation 
went well from my point of view. Something's not right (yet?). 

-“Probably not. I'm going straight to the backpackers' hostel, I 
have to pack for tomorrow.“ 

-“Then have a nice ...” Just the usual. 


After I had photographed paraglider, I turned back. A bright girl 
in white stalked down the stairs I was hurrying up. Only when she was 
gone did I remember that I could have joked: -‘You walk like a stork 
in the salad.’ 


On the way, it occurred to me: in future, I'll have to slip in a 
compliment like: ‘I find you attractive’ or ‘You look seductive’ or 
even cheekier: ‘Don't look at me so seductively!’ My well-mannered 
restraint is punished with rejection. It's a topsy-turvy world! 


Two girls were walking along the coastal footpath that I had 
found in Praia Formosa and had taken home. This time I joined them. 
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-“You're wearing a dress like a summer meadow,” I said to the 
girl whose dress was speckled with floral patterns. 

-““Yeeeeees,” she replied, stretched and annoyed. They both scur- 
ried on and away. I haven't learnt how to talk to the beautiful and 
elegant people who touch me inside. I find it easier to talk to those 
who mean nothing to me. 


On the hurried way back, a girl in a light-coloured dress and curls 
with stylised flowers at the hem ran into me, whom I could have 
desired and spoken to if I hadn't been lost in a strange universe of my 
daydreams, without any connection to this space-time, and on top of 
that had to pee urgently, which not only made me very restless, but 
also prevented any amorous thoughts. 


Shortly before the hotel, a young woman, also elegantly dressed, 
walked towards me on the opposite side of the steep road, who pro- 
bably happened to catch my sunny smile in my daydream and actually 
greeted me. I assume she thought I had shouted a radiant greeting to 
her, which she didn't hear at the distance, but responded politely. 
Many people are polite. But I unfortunately still had the urge to get 
into the room quickly. 


4.11.2023 

I went to breakfast earlier today. I almost wrote ‘I got up fast to 
break fast’. A woman, perhaps the one the German man had spoken to 
at breakfast the other day, set her tray down on a table. At the back of 
the panoramic veranda, two Frenchmen were talking loudly. I sat 
down in the second row of tables, behind their tray. She got something 
else, but then didn't sit down but went into the veranda. She probably 
didn't want to sit in the same room at a neighbouring table with me, or 
she had just put the tray down. In any case, it was a setback compared 
to the intensive conversation that the older, conventional German had 
had with her or a similar woman. Something is not right. There still 
seems to be a stark contrast: Friendly interest with others; quiet avoi- 
dance with me. 
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I start most days in a deep hole. Nothing works. Even if, with a 
lot of practice and skill, I land a lucky near-miss shot at some point, 
like the blind rooster who doesn't find a chicken but supposedly finds 
a grain of corn that he is then too blind and untrained to pick, I quickly 
fall back to the zero that I was and am for girls. All the studying and 
working is for nothing. Others get the boon (or rather the boobs), who 
don't waste their time studying, working and researching. According 
to flirting teachers, even millionaires have a bad hand with women 
today because they have not learnt the hard, brutal battle of sexual se- 
lection, which has gained an overwhelming power due to the collapse 
of Western culture and feminist waves. 


In such an environment, trees don't grow into the sky. My tree 
will never reach the sky of happy flirting successes, even if it doesn't 
let itself be blown over. My situation is even worse. Even among 
losers, I am the loser, the prototypical super loser, so to speak. 


I walked to the so-called beach at the old fort, the concrete slabs 
in front of the rock and rubble coast. Today I had sun cream with me 
and took off my shirt; after a few weeks of cold here and walking 
around in my shirt, the tan on my upper body, which will be snow- 
white at the end of a northern winter, is fading. It's a good distraction 
for people who observe my strange behaviour when approaching 
women that I also take a lot of landscape shots as a photographer or 
note down impressions as a writer before they vanish from my memo- 
ry. I had seated myself in such a way that there were two women to 
my right, a few metres apart. One was older, probably already in the 
mother with big children phase, the other younger and blonde. She 
was eating pieces of fruit from a transparent plastic cup. But to me it 
seemed too ordinary and boring for girls to simply say ‘Enjoy’. Her 
phone had colourful beads that could, with imagination, be called a 
coral necklace. Even that didn't seem clever enough. Finally, I let my 
hitherto unused idea from a few days ago rise into the light of reality. 


-“You look like a Viking girl with your blonde, braided pigtails.” 
-“Thank you. But I'm not.” 
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-““Where are you from?” 

-“From Poland.” 

-““Ah, here are a lot of holidayers here who come from Poland.” 

-““Are you from Poland?” 

-“Not me, but many visitors to Madeira.” 

Somehow the conversation didn't click, she didn't understand me 
properly or didn't want to understand me, turned away to her phone. 
At times she had been looking old-fashionedly at a cheap little booklet 
with crossword puzzles or similar pastimes. 


A young woman looked around, then took off her blanket, shoes, 
stockings and blouse to sunbathe. She was obviously looking to see 
what the place looked like or who was there. Luckily it was behind a 
bend in the concrete wall at the dead end, so that not all the people on 
the concrete beach could see me moving from one woman I was 
talking to, what didn't go well, to the next. That's deadly for flirting in 
a small-town or, even worse, a village environment, it gets people 
talking. If the previous woman didn't want to talk to a man, it instincti- 
vely repels the next one, a process that has been proven in both ani- 
mals and humans. Women copy the decisions of other women. Those 
who have been successful with one woman are also desired by other 
women. If you are visibly rebuffed by one woman, you will usually be 
turned away by the next. 


-“Your light-coloured hairs flow like waves in the wind,” was the 
phrase that came to mind, but by the time I had grabbed my camera 
bag, shirt, shoes and socks with my shirts and strolled casually in her 
direction, my mind had clouded the idea that had just been clear. I'm 
no longer sure what I said, because now it's evening, my inability to 
approach girls in the dark without scaring them off or looking like a 
boyish dolt has chased me home. Now I can write down without 
wasting valuable daytime that I need for the hard work of learning 
how to approach and flirt. I only have the slightest chance with full 
daily commitment. I can't afford to waste even a few minutes. 

Did I say: “You look like a nymph contemplating her aquatic 
home”? Probably not. Was I resorting to the image of the mermaid 
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again? Or was I comparing her light-coloured hair to the glint of sun- 
light on the sea in which a motor-driven pseudo-sailboat was bobbing? 
I don't know, my brain is as empty as an exhausted goblet, like the in- 
tuition of a shy man standing in front of a beautiful woman and blu- 
shing with embarrassment. 

-“Ts that supposed to be a compliment?” she asked after my for- 
gotten opening. 

-“You can take it as one.” 

-“Thank you” 

-“From where on earth has it drawn you to the beach of black 
stones and rocks?” 

-““*** | And where are you from?” 

Readers of distant times, if you should ever exist: You can hit me, 
but I've forgotten where she came from. 

-“From a neighbouring country. Guess.” 

-“France?” -““No, my accent doesn't sound like that.” 

-“Belgium?” -“Close, but not like that either.” 

She was rolling a fag. I had mentioned my country and swapped 
names. 

“What are you up to today?” 

-“T actually want to meditate here and be by myself. Don't hold it 
against me.” 

Oh boy. This is getting off to another rough start today. 

-“If you're doing meditation, you should actually be relaxed and 
free from addictions like smoking.” 

-“T tried to get rid of it, but I couldn't.” 

-“That's difficult. Nicotine is a highly addictive substance.” 

We said goodbye to each other. That was today's bumpy defeat 
number 2. Let's walk along the black stone beach to the third! 


A sufficiently young woman to be considered fertile, because I 
don't believe in infertile contortions — they drift towards perversion, 
which is typical of our entire age — walked ahead of me towards the 
lighthouse in the fading dusk. Worshippers of colourful celestial 
games were already leaving the stone theatre. I followed at a distance 
of fifty metres on the concrete. Actually I wanted to get to the beach, 
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but it wasn't sandy, it consisted of large stones that I didn't feel like 
jumping on from a great height. I could have twisted or even broken 
my ankles. The woman in front of me also looked down, obviously 
shying away from the depths and the hard and shaky ground, and 
turned round. I did the same at a great distance, but then, as soon as 
the ground was close enough, I jumped onto the large pebbles to cut a 
corner. Where the concrete edge reached the ground, the woman in 
sandals stepped onto the black rubble. I walked a little further so as 
not to attract attention as someone who chases women. It has to look 
random, even if it is orchestrated. 

Finally, we were walking towards the sea at an acute angle to 
each other. 

-““You had the same idea as me: don't jump off the high concrete, 
but rather turn back before there's an accident.” 

-“Exactly. I actually wanted to find a way down there, but there 
wasn't one. They should have put some steps by the lighthouse.” 

-“We have a saying: ‘Two fools, one thought’. Where are you 
from?” 

-“Not from here, but from Portugal. I'm from Lisbon.” 

-“Lisbon was nice, Porto too.” 

-““Have you ever been to Lisbon?” 

-““Yes. Are you on holiday here?” 

-“T'm here for the weekend.” 

“Do you think I can walk into the waves? Is that dangerous?” she 
enquired. 

-“You can get into the water. There was a wave warning on the 
internet for Funchal because the rocks are hard, but it's safe to stand in 
the water. I'd rather swim over under the old fort, there's a more 
sheltered pool.” 

-“T don't want to swim. I just want to stand with my feet in the 
water, taste the water.” 

She stomped on the scree with great difficulty, like women in 
high heels who used to struggle for balance. We used to have girls like 
that in the north too, but since the second feminist wave they have 
completely died out here, replaced by the sportswoman type. 
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She went into the water and got out again, very unsteadily on the 
round pebbles. I almost should have held her safely like a gentleman. 

-“This gravel is really hard and wobbly. I wouldn't want to surf 
here. If you hit the stones, you'll hurt yourself. The ocean will probab- 
ly need another million years to grind the gravel into fine sand. We'll 
meet here in a million years to swim on a fine black sand beach.” 

-“There's bound to be sand here by then.” 

-““What are you up to? We should have a drink and chill in a café 
at sunset later.” 

-“T'm married. My husband will be here soon.” 

-“T'm sure you'll have a wonderful weekend in Madeira.” 

-“We will.” 

-“Have a nice evening.” 

-“You too.” 


«Nach der dritten Niederlage 

ich nun von der vierten sage.» (German Original) 

«After the third setback 

Of the fourth I'll keep track.» (you try to translate better) 

(Loosely based on: “In old heroic saga / Many wonders have 
been told / Of men and many labours” In the Song of the Nibelungs, 
too, warriors fight over a fair maiden, as in the Iliad.) 


After a few girls had walked past while I was lost in daydreams, 
walking absent-mindedly like a Hans-head-in-the-air (Ludwig-look- 
at-the-sky), so that I couldn't even react to a glance of astonishment at 
my appearance, I had regained my composure and dropped anchor in 
the real world. Three girls were standing in front of the concrete edge 
of the promenade. Unfavourable. One had naturally light blonde hair 
and was dressed in white. Favourable. 

-“You look like Snow White from the fairy tale, dressed all in 
white!” 

She didn't understand at first. 

-“You look like a fairy in a folk tale. Snow White.” 

She paused and seemed impressed. 

-“Thank you.” 
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-“From which country did the fairy snow down here?” 

I didn't say that literally, so poetically. I can say it better in my 
father tongue, which is also my mother tongue, than I can in English, 
the language of the 1914 perfidious Albion, as it was called in a by- 
gone era when we lost the monarch. But before I stray from the Kaiser 
to Salvador Dali and from him to my appearance, I'd better cut this 
idea off. 

-“Finland” 

-“Ah, I haven't been to Finland for a long time! I loved going 
there as a child with my parents. I used to play table tennis with the 
boys there. The only words I remember to this day are the basic Fin- 
nish numbers: Yksi, kaksi, kolme, nelja, visi, kusi ... up to kiimenen 
for ten. Estonian seems to be similar in the basic words. I also recog- 
nise the numbers in Estonian.” 

-“Yes, Estonian is similar.” 

-“What's your name?” 

663K 2 1999 

I also asked the other two girls. I didn't understand any of their 
names. 

-“T'm Jan. Your names are difficult for me. I'm more of a book- 
worm who reads a lot. That's easier for me than understanding foreign 
words. Even in German-language opera, I sometimes only partially 
understand texts. The written form suits me better.” 

-“You can also stop and think about it in texts.” 

-“Exactly. In television or films, they talk for hours without per- 
haps saying anything that interests me. In books or on the internet, I 
can pick and choose.” 

I went on to talk about the Finnish landscape, the archipelago 
across the Baltic Sea to Sweden, and asked where they came from. 

-“North of Tampere.” 

Such thwarting, approximate answers are evidence of too little 
interest. 

-““What is your plan?” 

-““We don't really have a plan, we've only just arrived.” 

-““What are you planning to do on the island?” 

-““We want to think about that first and chill out today.” 
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-“Good plan! Not having a plan. We should have a drink together 
in a café, watch the sunset and think about what we want to do.” 

-“We actually have plans for today,’ Snow White contradicted 
herself, although she still seemed impressed during my compliment. 

-“‘Do you have WhatsApp? Send me a message about where 
you're chilling or what you're planning to do later. Then we'll chill to- 
gether.” 

Now they were talking to each other in Finnish. Then I was rejec- 
ted: 

-“That's not our thing. We want to do something together. Have a 
nice holiday.” 

-“You too.” 


-“Oh, the sunset is coming early today, because your hair colour 
looks like a sunset.” After crossing the road together, she walked off in 
the opposite direction with a “thank you”. 


Once again, I was dreamily lost to the world until an attractive 
girl walked past with her rucksack. 


This was followed by a hike to Praia Formosa, where I can't re- 
member a single attempt. There probably wasn't one. My brain is not 
yet that old and incapable of suppressing entire conversations. Another 
reason was that I had to piss again, which made me restless. I kept an 
eye out on the way, but couldn't find a toilet on the beach either. 
Stupid. I didn't feel like going out for a special meal, as I had done the 
previous two times. Nevertheless, I took pictures, walking on the tedi- 
ous gravel on the border between dry and wave-washed. I walked past 
couples, men and a few women, who didn't trigger my intuition. Then 
there was a blonde girl in front of me, the kind I rarely dare to speak 
to because they trigger feelings that dampen my courage. Again, I 
speculate on a day with almost no near time records as to what exactly 
I said first. What I do remember is that I said everything I am recor- 
ding here, and much more besides. A long conversation ensued. 

-“Hey!” 

She glanced. 
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-You look like a mermaid. Do you know the one in Copen- 
hagen?“ 

-“Thank you. Yes.” 

-“Though the mermaid in Copenhagen watches the sea, whereas 
you look away from the sea.” 

She smiled. 

- “You have a nice smile. I like that.” 

I crouched down, avoiding kneeling on the advice of my flirting 
teachers. Squatting is uncomfortable, so I end up with numb or half- 
asleep thighs afterwards, my first steps were bumpy, but it works bet- 
ter on women. Attracting girls is more important than being com for- 
table! 


She smiled even more now. That was wonderful, a good sign, put 
me in a high too, which made me radiate and smile from within. If 
more girls smiled at me like this, I'd be in better shape, nothing would 
be troublesome. Male losers are simply not to blame; for me it would 
be enough that they smile at me honestly, not artificially, but with 
feminine interest, and I would be in top form. Yet most girls don't do 
that, they block, scrutinise, test, are cold to me. That's why my floun- 
dering and struggling attempts to change this situation fail. But nobo- 
dy wants to understand that this problem arises from girls who don't 
react well and nicely to me. 


Maybe I also told her something about patterns on her clothes 
that match the island. Or maybe not. Our conversation was the best so 
far on Madeira, which is why I was torn from the role of sober obser- 
ver, so that my intellect is less sharp than usual, because waves of 
emotion wash it away like the waves of the ocean wash a crust of 
earth. 
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-““Where are you from?” 
-“Latvia. And you?” 
-“Guess what.” 
-“France?” 
-“My accent is not French. You're from the Baltic Sea.” 

“Yes” 

-“T was born on the water's edge of the North Sea. There aren't 
that many countries there.” 

After I told her, I heard: 

-“My mum is from Germany, my dad is from Latvia.” 

(We give away a lot of girls. Your mum at least within the nor- 
thern culture.) 

-“That's why you're a good mix of both.” 

-“Are you on holiday here?” 

-“T've been here for a month, just arrived today.” 

-“Nice. Good that you're here. Welcome.” 

Or something like that. 

“What are you doing here?” 

-“T don't have any plans yet, I'm tired because I missed my con- 
necting flight and had to wait nine hours.” 
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-“Just like me! I got stranded in Lisbon. We were all already on 
the plane, but it couldn't take off because there wasn't enough jet fuel. 
It took them an hour to find a tanker full of kerosine to refuel our 
plane. Then we had to wait for a free runway. So we arrived in Lisbon 
too late. The connecting flight hadn't left yet, but its gate was already 
closed. The airline had to give me a hotel because the next flight 
wasn't until the following day.” 

-“That's why I've only just arrived.” 

-“You're here now. That's the main thing. Where were you 
stranded?" 

-““Also in Lisbon. I came from Riga.” 

-“Oh, Riga! My grandmother used to be there, but that was a long 
time ago. She brought some kind of carpet and embroidery with her.” 

(My grandmother was there before the world wars.) 


-“T just had a quick look round the city.” 

-“There's a festival there today with jesters in the street. I was 
there earlier when a colourful jester with an artificial clown nose was 
playing tricks between passing cars. He pretended to be washing a car, 
dropped onto the road or got in to ride along for a bit.” 


= r : Kd 


She smiled and looked me in the eye. I took off my glasses and 
put them on my shirt, which I had been wearing on my arm. From her 


sweetly smiling face, my eyes sometimes involuntarily slid under her 
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chin, where the base of her white breasts became visible as she lay on 
her stomach facing me. 


Further I talked about drifting on holiday and at festivals. Yet I 
remember the fewest details of the best conversation today. Strange. 

-“Ts this your first time here?” 

-“Yes, I like getting to know new things, getting out of familiar 
routines, letting myself drift, being in the flow.” 

-“Are you an artist?” 

-“Yes, that too. I was originally a nerd who studied maths, lost in 
abstract function spaces. Then I programmed, was a cog in the wheel 
or in the matrix. It was also very good to train logic, but at some point 
I no longer wanted to be an interchangeable programmer who worked 
to specifications, I wanted to develop my human side. Now I'm an 
artist. Guess what I do.” 

“Painting? Writing?” 

-“That's quite accurate. I'm a writer, I write books, I also take 
photographs and sometimes use pictures for my books... It makes for a 
beautiful sunset later on. We should sit in a café, have a drink and 
enjoy the sunset.” 

-“T'm tired from the flight, I've hardly slept” 

-“Today is the Festival of Fools. I'll show you the clown. He'll 
make you smile and I'll enjoy your smile." 

-“Will there be one tomorrow?" 

-“Not tomorrow. There'll be another festival then, where the 
people themselves will probably join in." 

-“T don't know how tired I'll be yet. 

-“Do you have WhatsApp? Send me a message if you're not too 
tired today, or when you're free tomorrow. I'm going on a trip tomor- 
row, but I'll be back around 17:00. I'm already looking forward to your 
smile.” 

-“T'm not single, though.” 

-“Do you have a boyfriend?” 

-“That's complicated.” 

-“Now you have me as a boyfriend. That's easy.” 


153 


I also told her about a trip to Nun's Valley that I was planning on 
Monday and that there was a chestnut festival there on 1st November. 
Unfortunately, it was already over when I wanted to go. I gave her my 
WhatsApp number. As she didn't have a network at the moment and 
the smiley she had sent me was marked as not yet sent, I also asked 
for her phone number. We then continued chatting. That's important 
too. I looked her in the eye, my glance sometimes shifting as she prop- 
ped her upper body up so that her breasts hung halfway out of her 
blouse directly below her face. Maybe she noticed and that's a good 
thing, because otherwise girls get bored and don't want to meet me. 
When she then hinted at being busy, I turned it round. 

-“T have to move on now, I want to go to the café up there. You 
send me a message!” 

-“T already have.” 

-“Just a smiley face. Let me know when you're free. Then we can 
chill together. I'll make you smile even more.” 

I struggled to get up from my uncomfortable squatting position 
on the scree. My legs were half rusty, half asleep. I staggered unsteadi- 
ly for the first few steps, which annoyed me because of course she 
could see that and think I was disabled or rickety, which wasn't true at 
all. When I found the stairs to the café, I was fit again, quickly clim- 
bed two stone steps at a time and even found a toilet there. At last! 
After that I was much calmer because the pressure was gone, which 
had already become a bit of a struggle to maintain. I don't even re- 
member how I managed the flirt despite being hindered by a full and 
demanding bladder. I could have run like Charlie Chaplin, who once 
comically demonstrated searching for a toilet in a film. 


Up in front of the café, I saw her turn her upper body slightly and 
straighten up to look over. She probably wanted to see if I was really 
going to the café, and maybe she guessed what it was all about. 


Way back home: 

-“A marvellous light. It will be even more beautiful in just under 
two hours at sunset.” 

-“Thank you” smiled the Asian woman and walked away. 
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A woman in black and white diagonal checks walked across the 
zebra crossing. 

-“Your dress goes well with the zebra crossing.” 

She ignored me completely, as if I were air. 


A girl with ‘Thailand’ printed on her face walked past. I couldn't 
think of a suitable phrase that quickly. I only noticed her Buddha bun 
when she had already passed. Too late to name the combination appro- 
priately. 


Large promenade: A woman in an elegant rust-coloured dress 
walked with feminine steps. I approached from the side, said at a 
distance of several metres, loud enough by now: 

-“Your dress is the colour of a sunset. In an hour, the sky will 
look like yours.” 

-“Thank you.” 

-“Where are you from?” 

-“From London.” 

-“T've been there several times. And in the Lake District, Edin- 
burgh, Bournemouth. Because of the Gulf Stream, there are even a 
few small palm trees growing outside, not in pots. But I'm sure they're 
wrapped up warm in winter... Are you also going on holiday here with 
excursions?” 

-“T'll be flying back tomorrow,” she replied, still in a tarblish 
feminine voice. That's a reasonably good sign. 

-“Oh, are you going back to rainy, foggy London already?” 

She smiled. Mutual good evening wishes. 
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ee pe ae Sy = 
A large group of children and their mums ran towards me, led by 
a jester like the Pied Piper of Hamelin. He was dressed in grotesquely 
colourful clothes, joked, threw himself into foolish poses and on the 
ground. The children were entranced, as were their mums. Nobody 
stood in front of him like they had done in the morning, when another 
prankster was hidden by several rows of onlookers. Unfortunately, I 
wasn't wearing my prescription sunglasses when he saw my camera 
and threw himself mischievously on the ground, gesticulating in his 
colourful, fringed jester costume. 


Now there was no time to take off my glasses first. Nervously 
pressed for speed so as not to miss this delicious motif, I plucked my 
camera out of its bag, turning and adjusting a wheel. Without my 
glasses, however, my once eagle-sharp eyes could no longer recognise 
which wheel was turned in which direction. Any attempt at correction 
would have made matters worse. 


So I took the picture, hoping the automatic system would sort it 
out. The Madeiran fool straightened up and made various cute gestu- 
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res, which I also snapped. Then he jumped up as if in a gate dance and 
looked at me as I approached. I replied with equally absurd arm and 
hand gestures, which he answered with his own. Then he came all the 
way round and hugged me. The children cheered. Mums were also 
delighted and said it was good and funny. 


Unfortunately, when I got home I realised that it had been the 
wheel for exposure compensation, of all things, that had moved to 
more than two f-stops too much light when I pulled it out. The result 
was such overexposed, pale pictures that even the otherwise rarely 
needed post-processing with Gimp didn't make a good picture. The 
lacking contrasts are simply gone, and even darkening does not bring 
them back. 


At dusk, it was a long time before I found another opportunity. 
As usual, there were almost only men on the promenade in the 
evening; pensioners, many of them German-speaking, and families 
gathered in the restaurant alley. Testosterone groups watched my every 
move here, door-to-door canvassers there, chatting up almost every- 
one just to get them into an expensive restaurant. I dream of a world 
without advertising, without pushers, in which people work scientifi- 
cally, save their results and are rewarded when they are used. But 
advertising is inadmissible in my dream world. Two girls walked past 
the trellis of groups of men (a code word in mass-immigration- 
Europe) together. I could dare, but wouldn't I be one of the many, and 
therefore repulsive to women? Flirting teachers claim that women are 
enthusiastic about experts, which unfortunately I am not, nor will I 
ever be given my body and age. 


Finally, two girls ran through the narrow restaurant alley, from 
which they turned into a cross alley. I followed at a respectable 
distance. 

-“The blue colour of your blouse goes well with the blue tiles of 
the restaurant,” I opened. These were painted with blue pictures, 
which is common in Portugal. 

-“Thank you.” 
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-“There are many painted tiles like that in Porto. I've seen mar- 
vellous paintings there that were composed of such tiles.” 

-“Portugal?” 

-“Porto is in the north of Portugal. Where are you from?” 

-“Germany.” 

-“Oh, then we can have it easier. You're more fluent in your own 
language, you can express more.” 

I showed this by using a lot of poetic language and long senten- 
ces, some of which I have forgotten and perhaps overstrained the girls. 
Flirting is usually simple and concise. 

-“However, we come from the south.” 

-“T notice a slight accent. The southern dialects sound similar to 
me because I come from the North Sea coast.” 

I can't remember exactly whether it was them or a small group of 
German girls I may have spoken to earlier in Madeira. 

“From the Allgau?” 

-“Not that far, from the Black Forest, not far from Lake Constan- 
coe 

-“T like Lake Constance. Even seagulls fly there, and strong 
winds can cause waves. That's why I feel at home there. The dialects 
blend into each other. Old people in Wittlingen, about 30 kilometers 
north of the Rhine, spoke almost the same as in Switzerland. Both are 
Alemannic dialects. In Bregenz or Feldkirch, Austria, it also sounded 
almost like Switzerdtitsch. You can recognize the curvature of the 
earth at Lake Constance. You can't see the shore lengthways, but you 
can see the houses above it.” 

-“T'm from a village of 300 people in the southern Black Forest.” 

But it was impossible to strike up a real conversation or even flirt 
with these two. I had been completely driven down the factual uncle 
track. They then said goodbye to me because they wanted to go out for 
dinner. 

-““Good idea. I was just about to.” 

No reaction. All right, you can't do that with them. I'm firmly 
stuck in the wrong drawer. They then said goodbye to me with the 
usual good wishes, which actually expressed a lack of interest and 
broke up the acquaintance. 
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There's something wrong with German (ethnic German-speaking) 
girls. Towards me they are or act cold, matter-of-fact and stiff; with 
cultural and ethnic strangers they throw themselves at them. This is 
extremely cruel and destructive, destroys us hereditarily and destroys 
the lives of native men. All over Europe there are now masses of men 
from the Orient and sub-Saharan Africa, as well as other continents, 
who all want our girls, which is increasingly pushing native boys and 
men out of the wheel of life, success with girls and reproduction. But 
blinded ideologues of globalism don't tell you that. Because of severe 
empathy disorder towards indigenous male losers, most don't realise 
it. 


5.11.2023 

Bus tour, contrary to expectations still half-day today, which I 
had requested for tomorrow. I was worried that she might send messa- 
ges in my absence and expect a reply that I wouldn't be able to send 
without a network, so I wrote to her again in the morning from my 
computer via Wi-Fi to point this out. Contrary to my intention and ex- 
neces she interpreted it as being pushy or badgering. 


Nice to meet Miliffina. Let's enjoy the sunset and your smile 17:45 or later. 


? 
Today or tomorrow? 17:07 W/ 


Definetely not today. | will think about tomorrow. 


On my hike back to hotel after we met. 
We could sit in a Café close to your hotel. 
17:24 


| feel tired as | said and not really into going out. 
Sleep well and dream of smiling and chatting with a poet.c9) Noaiey: 


Haha, thanks! Goodnight! ue 


Doing is even better than dreaming, haha. Goodnights! 
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Whatever a man does is interpreted badly, and the opposite is as 
much. In the minibus there were only couples of pensioner age, like I 
had feared. There was nothing to do except take photos of motifs that 
had already been snapped a million times. 


On my return, I found a harsh rejection. I hadn't experienced such 
a hefty repulse for many years. 


Doing is even better than dreaming, haha. Goodnights! —,..,._,, 


Heute 


Good morning ifina. 


06:00 W 


Good morning! 


Leaving for excursion now. Maybe no connection until 17:00. Drop me a 
message where and when this evening. POee 
1 ungelesene Nachricht 

lam no longer considering going anywhere as | do not really enjoy people 


being that pushy. Anyway | wish you a good trip and to enjoy 
the island. Bye! 


I was and am crushed. It's pointless. No matter what I do, nothing 
ever works. Whether I hold back or go for an appointment, nothing 
works. Waiting shyly or striving fail in the same way. I have written to 
my currently active flirting teacher — unfortunately not on my behalf. 
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Heute 


Sleep wel and dream of smiling and chatting with » potas 


Doing is even better than dreaming. Naha Goodiagits) 


Doing is even better than dreaming haha Gosdaghts 


Was habe ich da wieder falsch gemacht? 
Bislang habe ich nicht deutlich genug 
Verabredungen getroffen. Ich habe nur 
noch wenige Tage Zeit, da bringt 
verzotteln auch nichts. 


oS Q Nachricht eingeben Q 
No answer so far from the flirt coach either. The devil takes the 
hindmost. 


Then I gave it up completely. At least for today or the holiday. Or 
at all? It doesn't work anyway. Once you're on the losing track, you're 
spat out. I have no choice, in denglish slang ‘abundance’. I'm being 
punished again for this. I could blubber like I used to. The world is a 
turd. In the streets, as is probably the case almost everywhere in Wes- 
tern countries, but usually much more blatantly than here, frequent 
and further increasing pairs he black or darker, she white or lighter 
stand out. The reverse is extremely rare. I have just had the idea of 
calling the book that will soon emerge from this collection of material 
“Not Learning to Flirt in Madeira” or “Practicing in Vain in Madeira”. 
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Correction: On the waterfront promenade, enrichers (European 
code word), most of them foreign-continental even by Portuguese 
standards, sprawl in testosterone groups on the concrete edge in the 
evening. The competition is overwhelming, replacing more and more 
local men to become losers and incels who don't stand a chance. 


As I was imprinting the previous paragraph on my short-term 
memory in order to put it down on paper shortly afterwards and trans- 
fer it from there to the digital world, another mixed couple passed by: 
he darker, she white; mixed child in a pram. Next a white man without 
a girl, without children. 


Shortly before sunset, I walked through the almost empty streets 
again. I didn't look any more at young women, of whom there were 
few out. As at home, many non-European men, mostly in groups, did 
not pursue any activity other than finding their chance with ladies 
from the north. Due to the fundamental lack of empathy towards men 
native to Europe, who become losers and incels, nobody notices. 


At lunch, I saw a policeman with a gun eating in the same can- 
teen restaurant several tables in front of me. Later, two others fol- 
lowed and sat a few tables diagonally behind me. Working people 
seem to like eating here. 


In the streets, beautiful girls and elegant women scared me off 
again as they used to with fear of further embarrassment. This Lithu- 
anian woman of half German blood has no idea what she's caused. I 
sank back into the same downward spiral as I once did as a teenager 
who was teased by boys, sniggered at and ignored by girls. 


Today's girls are egomaniacal; they centre everything on themsel- 
ves, indulge in their feelings, which are for themselves instead of 
others. They have no idea what it is like for male losers, whom they 
cause pain by constantly and cruelly turning their backs on them. Fe- 
minism has made this radically worse. They don't feel what they are 
doing to men and then play themselves off as victims who ‘had to’ 
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turn a man away — they don't want to recognise that the power of 
sexual selection lies heavily in female hands and is cruelly abused, 
and they can't imagine it. Just as they lack a feeling for male losers, 
they also have no idea of the consequences of their egocentric decisi- 
ons. 


I just wanted to sunbathe and tan a little, or rather, late in the 
afternoon, to delay the fading of my summer tan to the winter white of 
the north. So, because the wild scree shore looked shady and there 
were hardly any people apart from a few strolling along the prome- 
nade and the flying African traders with tourist kitsch from sub-Saha- 
ran Africa, I returned to the concrete slab beach under the old fort. 


There, the sun suddenly shone through again between fleecy 
clouds and banks above the horizon. In front of me were two girls, one 
blonde dressed in white. Oh my! Wow! I took off my shirt — by now 
I'm no longer ashamed of my spindly body, and even the girl who was 
so dismissive and derogatory today, with whom I had joked yesterday, 
-“There's a problem: I'm not single.” -““Do you have a boyfriend?” 
-“Tt's complicated.” -“Now I'm your boyfriend. It's quite simple.” I had 
said this with my bare, thin upper body, which obviously didn't bother 
her. As I'd always been turned down so violently in the past, I thought 
it was because of my unathletically thin body, which I couldn't do any- 
thing about any more. Apparently it was more signs, characteristics 
and unconscious behaviour that losers show because it is natural for 
them in their position as losers. 


I put the photo bag down on my tailored shirt so it wouldn't fly 
away and rot in the Atlantic and joined the girls. Unfortunately, they 
were getting ready to leave, gathering their things. 

-“You look like Snow White, the folk tale fairy,” I said, “blonde 
in white. Are you auditioning for the role of Snow White in a film?” 

She smiled in amazement -“Oh, thank you. No, not that.” 

-“You've just packed a book. I like books. What are you rea- 
ding?” 

She pulled the book out of her handbag and showed it to me. 
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-“Hemingway. Do you know him?” 

-“Of course, it's a classic. I like him 

They continued to gather their things and reached for the towel 
they had been lying on. They would soon be gone. Bad luck! The 
fairytale girls of my dreams disappear as soon as I turn up. 

“Where are you from?” I asked. 

-“Norway.” 

-“Oh, did you come on the Norwegian cruise ... how do you say 
it again in English? cruise ship that's currently in the harbour?” 

-““No, we came here like this.” 

-“Tt could have been. Cruise ships bring elegant people.” I 
showered her with the next compliment like a needy beta. All my 
flirting teachers’ hair will stand on end. But I'm knackered after this 
brusque rebuff. She looked a little flattered. 

-“Nice to meet you. Unfortunately, we have to go now. Have a 
nice holiday.” 

Again. What a disappointment. It was a weak conversation with 
no flirting apart from too many compliments. But at least I've regained 
my composure and haven't completely sworm off talking to girls. 
Nevertheless, my heart is heavy, my smile extinguished like a magma- 
less volcano being washed away by the ocean. I've fallen back to 
square one in my learning process. 


”? 


After they had left, I took out my camera and photographed a few 
subjects in the glow of the beginning sunset, such as the yellow fort 
under a blue sky with white cloud flags in reddish light. In this way, I 
passed the scrutinising gaze of the onlookers, who were probably 
puzzled as to what this strange bird with a Dali beard, cork hat and 
photo bag, who often approaches strange girls, was up to again. 
Hence, like last time, I walked around the corner of the fort and the 
concrete slab so that as few people as possible would watch me ap- 
proaching several girls in a row in one place. Being conspicuous could 
backfire. 


A freaky couple were blaring old subculture songs, which I didn't 
like back when they were new and fashionable, but they were nice and 
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in good spirits. Next, not far from them, a girl sat alone behind the 
wall. I settled down behind her, placing my shirt on the concrete, 
weighed down by the photo bag. She was reading. 

-“Oh, you're reading. I like it, I have thousands of books myself.” 
I began, stupidly, in German. I'm so exhausted today that I'm no good 
for anything clever. Such rebuffs destroy my strength. 

-“English?” she asked. 

That was nice. Actually, it would have been my job to ask for the 
right language. These days, nothing works without a little help — but 
otherwise it's missing. Girls really don't need that. I repeated in Eng- 
lish. 

-“That's Romanian.” 

-“How far away is the language from Spanish and Portuguese? 
Can you understand anything?” 

-“T understand some.” 

-“T once came across a Romanian book by chance in a university 
library. I recognised a few words from Latin, Spanish and French, but 
not most of them. It's probably easier for you as a native speaker.” 

She agreed, but then turned in the opposite direction, listening to 
the strumming guitar and the girl's actually good singing. I just didn't 
like the songs. But that's a matter of taste. 

-“Do my interjections bother you because you're always looking 
in the opposite direction?” 

-“No, it doesn't bother me, I'm just trying to take in more, inclu- 
ding the music.” 

-“That's the advantage of sounds; you can hear them from every- 
where, but you can see only ahead.” 

Again, her gaze turned from me to the two musicians. 

“T like book readers,” I tried again, “I have thousands of books in 
cupboards. I can't fit any more in there.” 

-“And which is your favourite book?” 

-“Usually the one I'm reading at the moment. There are a lot of 
good books.” 

-“Which one are you reading at the moment?” 

-“Oh, I've got one on my bedside drawer, but I hardly get round 
to reading it because there's so much going on here. It's called — I 
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didn't translate the title into English, but left the German original — 
‘The Town Under The Sea’. Apart from that, I usually write books 
myself now.” 

I went on to explain the advantages of the written medium. 

-““Although the human voice is more charismatic, books derive 
from traditional epics recited or sung by voice, which have been 
memorised by heart with rhythm and rhyme for centuries and taught 
from generation to generation — a great achievement. For the Greeks it 
was the Iliad, first summarised by Homer and later written down, for 
us it was the Song of the Nibelungs, in India Ramajana and Mahabha- 
rata. But the written form goes deeper. It stimulates reflection and is 
more precise. I can mix language with images and graphics. Many 
people have told me that I should do audio books, that my voice is 
charismatic. But then images and graphics would be missing, only flat 
content would be perceived.” 

-“T sometimes listen to audiobooks in between when I don't have 
time to read properly.” 


Next attempt to continue the conversation after she listened to the 
musicians, I leant back and let my gaze drift over the sea, sky and 
concrete bathers. An older woman was watching me. Was something 
wrong? Was the girl signalling that she didn't really want to talk to me, 
or why was she looking at me like that? 

-“What do you do when you're not on holiday on a warm, black 
beach?” 

-“T'm here through Erasmus.” 

-“Good thought. If it's uncomfortable weather here, you'll be in 
the warmth and sun of Madeira for the winter.” 

-“Yes, that's nice.” 

-“There's even a pub at the back that's named after Erasmus.” 

-“T don't even know it.” 

-“T saw them back there, in a street behind the other old fort, 
which probably serves as barracks today... Last winter I was on two 
Canary Islands. Many people studied there during the winter semester 
on the Erasmus exchange programme.” 
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She asked something else about the Canary Islands. Then her 
head turned back to the musicians, whom she found fascinating. In 
front of her was a book with the Romanian title that I'm writing here 
without the accents, which I don't remember exactly and would have 
to look up first: ‘Tu eres muntele.’ The S still had a curl or upturned 
roof on it. 

-“What does that mean?” I asked, “‘You are’ I recognise, but 
what is ‘muntele’?” 

-“Tt means ‘mountain’.” 

-“Oh, if you know it, it's easy. But how does the ‘ele’ come at the 
end?” 

She gave an explanation, which I only half heard and have there- 
fore forgotten. Then she went on to explain the content of the book. I 
didn't understand some of her English at first, but have now smoothed 
it out. 

-“Anyone can be like a mountain. It's a counselling book.” 

-‘‘Ah, it means a mountain is solid and doesn't care if water flows 
around it. That's a very common, fashionable motif in life counselling 
today: be unimpressed. “Non reactive’ in English.” 

“Exactly.” 

She went on to explain in sentences that were linguistically pro- 
bably derived from Romanian and which I have forgotten in detail, 
only the meaning was memorised. 

-“Don't get stuck anywhere. Be in the flow. That's also an impor- 
tant state as an artist.” 

-“T also try to achieve it through meditation.” 

-““And do you succeed?” 

-“Sometimes, but sometimes not.” 

-“It's difficult to detach yourself, because you need some things 
to live. Then you can't gain distance through meditation. In that case, 
society would have to ensure that basic needs are met and that you can 
detach yourself. But technical society does not do that. Then it is in 
vain to tell people that they should detach themselves through medita- 
tion.” 
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I did not say, of course, that this is especially true of relations of 
the sexes, which have been ruined by Western ideologies and moder- 
nity, and that it is male losers who have been deprived of basic needs, 
so that no matter how much they meditate, they cannot free them- 
selves from this problem. After all, this does not change their loser 
status with girls. Such thoughts are taboo and forbidden in Western 
society and I am therefore unfortunately unable to include them in 
conversations with girls, even though they are the most important 
topic we should be talking about. 


-“You have blue painted toenails,” I said to her, “They match the 
blue sky today. Did you do that on purpose?” 

-“Yes, of course ...” I've forgotten the exact wording of her 
answer. 

-“Was that an invocation of the sky? But now the sky has to turn 
blue to match your toenails?” 

I think she smiled. 

“You're wearing a white blouse like the clouds in the sky. Your 
clothes are a picture of the sky today.” 

That was the only part of the conversation that had a tiny under- 
tone of flirtation. Otherwise, I constantly had the impression that I was 
once again lost in the fruitless conversations of several wasted deca- 
des. I was even tempted to write in my diary that I had talked to her 
without flirting, but I had to bow to the facts: for a short passage it 
went reasonably well, the rest was dull and intellectual. 

“What kind of music do you listen to?” 

-““Miscellaneous. Mainly rock, but old. Jazz." 


-“T also have a wide range. I started with rock, but it became too 
monotonous for me, the voices weren't refined and composed enough. 
This led me to classical music, especially baroque music. Its counter- 
point is such an intellectual achievement that it is fascinating, especi- 
ally in Bach. But this music is also harmonically beautiful, reaching 
deep into the soul. At a jazz festival, people took me to a Goa psy- 
trance. Since then I've been listening to it and attending such festi- 
vals.” 
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I repeated the well-known, true tale about the festival wristband, 
which was also valid for Goa back then. 

“Do you also go to festivals?” -““Yes” -“Which ones?” -“Mainly 
rock” 

-“T started going to festivals like that too.” 

At some point I asked her: -“What's your name?” 

-“Andrea” I heard, but I can't guarantee the spelling. 

-““We also have the name, but not for long. Do you know how the 
name Andrea came to us? About the sinking of the Italian ship Andrea 
Doria. The media reported on it. Many parents thought to themselves: 
Great, a new name, we can call our daughter Andrea. But they didn't 
realise that the first name Andrea is masculine in Italy. There is also a 
masculine form here: Andreas. Similar to Peter and Petra.” 

-“In the *** language, the female name is Andria, with an ‘1’, but 
with an ‘e’ here.” 

I've forgotten which language she meant. 

-““What are you doing in your Erasmus studies?” 

-“T'm studying media and ***.” 

My memory is like a sieve at the moment. The fact that I have to 
put asterisks by way of omission wouldn't have happened to me four 
days ago. Maybe defeats accelerate ageing, who knows. It had probab- 
ly something to do with PR (public relations) or marketing. 

-“That's good. What advice would you give me on how to market 
my books?” 

-“There are various methods. One is audios.” 

-“Some publishers have ‘book trailers’ instead of film previews.” 

-“Something like that.” 

Once again, her eyes and head turned in admiration to the tat- 
tooed man with a topknot of hair, who wasn't exactly scraping away 
on the guitar in a manner apt for classical orchestras, and the singer 
with a round voice, but unfortunately croaky songs that didn't get any 
better with an enthusiastic performance. Perhaps it was her head turns 
that turned that old woman into an indignant watchdog, because it's 
always the man who gets the blame when a girl shows signs of 
disinterest. Women dominate the flirting game so much that they are 
outraged if a man doesn't play exactly to their tune like a puppet. 
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Feminist men are just as radical and ruthless. If a man talks to a girl 
who rejects him with subtle signs that are visible to others but perhaps 
not to the entangled rejected man, then everyone blames this unfortu- 
nate loser. That's the way the world is set up. Frigging god-awful. 


Warned by teachers not to overload girls' attention spans, which 
would appear needy, I preferred to end the conversation myself. If a 
girl ends it, you've usually already lost. A man has to signal to the girl 
that he has better things to do than talk to her, otherwise he's finished. 
That's why flirt masters and seducers work with false time constraints 
and break off the conversation when they have reached their tactical 
goal, so that the girl thinks he has important things to do. 


-“T want to go out for dinner now. We can meet somewhere 
sometime; then I'll show you my books. I've also made English 
versions of some of them. Then you'll not only be able to read the 
pictures, but also the text.” 

Whether she said -“Why not?” or something else is lost on my 
sieve, where four days ago there was still a brain. In any case, she 
pulled out her peace-breaker aka phone and handed it to me. However, 
I preferred to let her type. 

“+49...” 

-“This is Germany,” she said. 

-““Send me a smiley face.” 

-““Have a nice evening.” 

This was largely a dry, profound, factual conversation from seve- 
ral decades of regular failure. Women call this kind of talk ‘cerebral’ 
and avoid it sexually like the plague. 


When I got home, I actually found a smiley face. But she never 
replied to me again. Sexually, I'm neutralized. 


« ©» 
-«Nice to meet. We might chat somewhere and I show you the 
English translations of some of my books.» (no reply) 
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Nice to meet. We might chat somewhere and | show you English 


translations of some of my books. Tae 


Q Nachricht eing g 
6.11.2023 

Every day was a sad day because girls didn't want me, others 
didn't give a shit, including publishers, which is why in decades it was 
never possible to change my situation through fame. That's how cruel 
feminist society is to native white heterosexual losers. ‘Politically 
correct’ utopist dreamers, infertile aberrations, all artificially created 
so-called ‘minorities’ or those lured and let into the country by the 
deluded are catered for, can place their misguided propaganda en 
masse in the media and the literary world, but they rigorously exclude 
their own countrymen degraded to incel: in sexual life, in the media, 
in the literary industry. We have no chance, we are ridiculed, despised, 
laughed at, treated with hostility, made out to be ‘stupid’ and to 
blamed. 


The people of this era are mentally cruel, native men are broken 
and oppressed, and the height of wickedness is not having a chance 
with sweet girls and not even being allowed to make this known to 
society in literature and thereby change it. Nobody cares! It's not con- 
sidered art! Instead, the ramblings of feminist, stubborn warriors 
against human nature and against men are considered a literary break- 
through that is widely celebrated. So-called minorities who despise the 
country and its people, on whose diligence and generosity they live, 
are celebrated not only by the left-wing scene, but by society as a 
whole, and lifted into artist heaven. Lost men, who feel like menstru- 
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ating women and mothers of figments, become the new idol of a 
deranged era as TRANS and receive the German Literature Prize for 
their unreadable madness, which all these crazy groups have been 
honoured with in recent years. 


Native white heterosexual male losers are the most oppressed 
group of the era, of humanity, getting no sympathy, no attention, no 
chance, no voice in media and literature. We are totally excluded 
everywhere, especially the country that should be our home, but we 
have none. We are sorted out, rejected at all levels, sexually by girls, 
quoted away by feminist privileges for women in the workplace, rigo- 
rously excluded by feminist and left-wing literary agents, publishers 
who live out their feminist, left-wing and migration-cheering ideology 
even on their publishing and agency websites, who set the standard for 
what is and is not to be good literature today. We are vegetating, 
excluded, at the pleasure party of our excluders and are dying out like 
the Y chromosomes of the Neanderthals. 


We are excluded and fought against on a daily basis at all levels, 
in life as well as in politics, the media and art. Nobody wants to know 
how cruel that is. I curse you! May my curse be upon you. Because 
you didn't give me a chance, may my literary curse endure the ages 
and wait for its day. Since you didn't want me in life and suppressed 
my books about senseless suffering because of your indifference and 
hatred, my more than 50 works will become your curse and shame 
you for all time, even after my death and the extinction of my genes. 


I had spent the day on an all-day bus trip, where apart from me 
there were again almost only couples of pensioner age and two 
middle-aged Asian ladies travelling. 


In the evening, just before dark, I went for another walk around 
the harbour and the old town, where I used to go for a chat before the 
futility of all endeavours in the form of constant rebuffs made me 
want to give up and bury my life's dreams alive. Amongst the many 
locals and tourists, especially couples and families, I occasionally 
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came across chic girls (why not chic chicks, little sound game?). Most 
of them stubbornly looked straight ahead, showing their extreme lack 
of interest. Maybe one of them looked me in the eye. But I was done, 
done with myself, the world, all my attempts. Flirt masters can choose 
girls, set up a rotation of a dozen or more girls who they take turns 
sleeping with as they please. For every one, there are a dozen or more 
male losers who don't get a chance with the girls of this era because 
feminism and emancipation have blown all the fuses and removed any 
cultural balance, using their propaganda to increase the biologically 
given, innate female preponderance to immeasurable proportions. 


Numerically, it is obvious that a flirting expert who replaces 99 
men with his art and fucks those girls who preferred him to the 99 re- 
jected men creates 99 additional losers. A rotation with more than a 
dozen girls creates more than a dozen incels without girls. The spread 
and propagation of infertile tendencies creates more losers and leads 
to extinction. Each fashion lesbian removes two girls from the dating 
and marriage pool: herself and her partner. 


But nobody wants to know this, nobody reads it, and certainly 
nobody believes it, because the belief that we are characterised by 
male privilege is almost baked into our consciousness, world view and 
perception. The contrary reality is therefore invisible to people of our 
age. Only extreme losers notice and suffer, but nobody listens to them, 
because male losers are not supposed to reproduce, because good or 
bad “genes are filtered through the male sex”, which is a new realisati- 
on of evolutionary biology. 


Then I wavered in my decision to give up approaching altogether. 
It was now clear that it was pointless in Madeira in the last few days I 
was still here, although new holidayers were arriving every day, many 
of whom were interested in a holiday flirtation — just not with me. It 
must be a hollow alpha, puffed up with self-confidence, who charis- 
matically says stupid things that make my ears hurt because I'm aller- 
gic to stupidity. I haven't spent decades learning, studying and sharpe- 
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ning my mind to listen to the unspeakably shallow rubbish that charis - 
matic leaders say to women. The world is blatantly unfair. 


As I was too devastated by the rejection to gather the courage to 
approach beautiful girls I was really interested in, I waited for an easy 
opportunity, just like before. Two girls were sitting on the concrete 
edge of the harbour. They were the opposite of elegant, or even spoilt, 
not even particularly girly and certainly not attractive. A loser has no 
choice, even has to say thank you for junk. 

-“Ts that a dinosaur you have tattooed on your arm?” I asked, 
taking a closer look and immediately improved, “or a bat?” 

The extremely tattooed one, who didn't have much exposed skin 
left, looked me in the eye and replied surprisingly normally: 

-“Tt's a bat.” 

It was good to have at least one flirt-free social conversation. 
Despite not looking attractive to me, she responded more naturally 
than some girls in elegant sheaths. 

-“Yes, that's right. Now I see more than just a wing.” She had 
turned her arm so that a larger section of the piercing mechanism was 
visible. “It looks like a bat, but the wing could have been a dragon's.” 

While she rolled a cigarette from tobacco in the leaf, which was 
another red flag because I can't stand nicotine, we exchanged a few 
more sentences about the sunset that was just beginning. 

-“Where are you from?” I asked the tattooed woman, whose hair 
was medium in colour, neither Mediterranean black nor Nordic 
blonde. 

- “From here.” 

-“From Madeira?” I enquired in amazement. 

-““Not me, but she is. But I live here now.” 

She didn't even tell me where she had come to this island from. 
The conversation ended there. No interest, no flirting. But at least I 
was no longer at the bottom of the hole I had fallen into. 


I went out to eat. Today, like others, I wanted a good meal. I had 
already made up my mind based on the notices before overzealous 
advertisers started chatting me up. The world would be a better place 
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without advertising. Being chatted up by salespeople and bombarded 
with adverts is a waste of the human spirit and also a nuisance. It's not 
flirting, it's not interest in a person who only wants their ‘best’, name- 
ly their money. I put advertising and prostitution on the same low 
level. Prostitution is the cheek of taking money from cruelly rejected 
men, a business with the plight of male losers. 


The waiter waiting for guests was Indian or of Indian descent; it 
is not really known in Portugal. After all, the dictator, who was over- 
thrown peacefully, had once wanted to keep Goa Portuguese by giving 
all Goans full Portuguese citizenship, including the right to vote. 
Therefore, from his point of view, Goa was no longer a colony, which 
did not prevent the slowly awakening India from one day appearing 
on Goa's borders with a large superior force. The Portuguese knew 
that their time was over and preferred to leave without a fight. How- 
ever, this Portuguese was not only Indian in appearance, but also in his 
accent, his mentality, which was perhaps even more Indian than in the 
motherland, where modernity is increasingly replacing Indian charac- 
teristics and behaviour. He greeted an Indian woman with Bindi, the 
red dot where you can imagine the third eye. 


The food tasted delicious. However, the waitress at the neigh- 
bouring restaurant in this narrow old town alley was so addicted to 
nicotine that she came over several times to smoke halfway between 
me and her tables. As luck would have it, the wind blew her nicotine 
plume right into my nose and lungs. She didn't even think to move 
away because of my horrified face so as not to disturb me, but con- 
tinued to smoke grimly, took a visibly heavy drag and then threw the 
stub out onto the street in my direction. Shortly afterwards, the ordeal 
continued: at the table behind me, four older women were indulging in 
their addiction. 

-“T got up to get away from the smoke because four ladies were 
smoking behind me.” 

-“Smoke is everywhere. If you can't stand it, you have to stay at 
home in your room.” 
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So I quickly asked for the bill, but they kept me waiting. Against 
the rules, I stood up and moved to the side to avoid the plume of nico - 
tine in my lungs. The waiter looked puzzled. 


Once again the idyll was shattered. I can't stand nicotine smoke, 
nor can I stand the unmannerliness of addicted smokers who have no 
regard for the health and dislike of non-smokers. 


Before the nicotine pollution ruined my dinner and evening, an 
elderly woman who was out with her husband came by and praised 
my beard. She formed an imaginary beard on the sides of her mouth. 

-“That's a nice beard. It looks like Salvador Dali's.” 

-“Thank you” 

-“How did you make it? Did you mould it with sugar?” 

-“Not with sugar. It was used in the Baroque era to mould hair.” 


A man also praised the special beard. 


PAT, 

Next day trip. Older people again. For the third time, there was 
no opportunity to practise in the tour group. It had been different in 
the Canary Islands last winter. Although older people formed the ma- 
jority, there were a few girls among them, as described in the books. 


At one viewpoint, as usual, everyone from the buses, which 
arrived in large numbers, ran in the same direction to take the same 
photos, especially selfies, at the same designated or fenced-off spot. 
These are often staged on cliffs whose steep drop-offs inspire respect; 
one step too far and you're dead, like some of the selfie-takers who fall 
down every year. So warned our minibus driver. 
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They stood in front of steep, deep cliffs, women more than men, 
but men have caught up. A man stood a few metres from a deadly 
deep cliff. On the left was his wife, picking him up. As I tried to rush 
past him on the cliff side because the safe side was blocked and I had 
little time to diversions, he took a step backwards without looking 
back. Luckily he didn't hit me, my distance from him was enough. If I 
had been knocked over and fallen off the cliff, there would be no 
record of it now. These ‘selfies’ are a craze of the times that can some- 
times be life-threatening for the people themselves if someone goes 
too far when taking a selfie and falls, or if someone is accidentally 
knocked backwards and pushed off in the process. 
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I looked in amazement at the herd, which was all moving in the 
same direction, and preferred to go in the opposite way. There I shot a 
forebay and the village, or rather tele-zoomed it, which we had tra- 
velled through too quickly to take good pictures. It is rarely possible 
to make good shots from a moving bus, where bushes, electricity 
pylons, houses and vehicles are constantly darting in between and 
spoiling the photo, but also through its dirty, stained and reflective 
windows, which in the worst case are also tinted and then produce a 
terrible colour cast. 


A girl came in the same direction and stood in front of me with 
her little camera. I waited for her to finish. Despite all the haste to 
walk as far and as much as possible to find better views and more 
unknown motifs than the flock of sheep of the tour bus travellers, 
there still has to be time for a nice chat with pretty girls. 

-“You have the same idea as me,” I shouted to her, “All the 
people are rushing in the same direction, but you're going in the 
opposite way.” 

She didn't understand at first. I gesticulated and repeated. 

-““Ah yes, the others are all running there and only I went here.” 
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-“Tt's good to do something of your own, not just imitate others.” 

She smiled kindly and cheerfully agreed. 

-“Are you from Italy?” I asked, because her partly foreign-langu- 
age dialect and her cheerful manner reminded me of northern Italian 
girls. Her type wasn't so Mediterranean; she wasn't blonde, but she 
wasn't black-haired either, maybe a mixture left by Ostrogoths, Lom- 
bards and southern Gauls in northern Italy. 

-“No, I'm from Spain.” 

She smiled at me again and replied animatedly, bubbling over 
with words. 

-“What are you doing?” 

-“T'm here for a few months.” 

-“That's nice.” 

-“But right now I'm going on a trip.” 

Not an earth-shattering conversation, flat, but her smile, her high, 
girlish and trusting voice were heart-warming. What a pity that she 
had come here on another bus and was leaving! Otherwise it could 
have been a nice flirtation. Very rarely do girls react so openly, cheer- 
fully and girlishly to me. 


A man in my travel group, probably travelling with his wife, 
praised my beard. 

-“A striking beard. A lot of effort must have gone into it.” 

-“You do something.” ... “You do what you can.” 


At another rock with a view of the sea, the whole herd except me 
ran into a schnapps and rum distillery for a tasting. It's like shopping 
trips or guided tours in the Orient, with the friendly man there drag- 
ging the unsuspecting or simple-minded holidaymaker through the 
bazaar shops of his uncles and friends. Yesterday it was Madeira 
wine's turn. When it comes to food, there are also appointments with 
high-priced restaurants, just like in the Spanish Canary Islands. We 
hadn't even been asked who didn't want to take part in the rum tasting. 
I had to walk into the distillery and ask for the departure time. 

-“Don't you want to taste it?” 

-“T'm not interested in alcohol.” 
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An older woman in the herd laughed. I don't care. This book may 
have started with a wasted trip, but I'm not wasting brain cells on 
alcohol, which is killing them, nor would I head a football for the 
same reason. If I could build and colonise a planet, there would be 
neither the addictive drug nicotine, nor syphilis, whose transfer to 
other continents was the revenge of Indian gods on the conquerors, 
nor games in which hard balls bounce against heads. 


I scurried off to explore and photograph as much as possible in 
the limited time available. An old man was sitting by the sea with a 
notepad and an ink box. He was painting the bay; I took a digital 
photo of it and the painter too. He saw it and looked friendly. 

-““The man and the sea,” I said. 

-“The old man and the sea,” he completed Hemingway's title. 
Apparently it's still being read. That's a good sign. Maybe it's not just 
feminist confusion that's going around. 

-“T didn't say it like that,” I replied, because I had deliberately left 
out the word ‘old’ when I quoted him. I didn't want to offend or 
belittle him. After a few kind words and a photo of him and his work 
in progress, I hurried on. 


Two girls walked in the same direction. Now I was emotionally 
restored and able to talk again. My intuition, stifled by suffering, 
awoke to new life. 

-“You seem to know a lot about fashion,” I opened, “your cap 
says VR. What does that mean? Virtual reality?” 

-“Thank you. No, it's the initials of — I couldn't remember the 
unfamiliar, foreign-language name — a Ukrainian designer I really 
like.” 

-““Ah, are you from Ukraine then?” 

-“No, from Belarus, but I like the Ukrainian designer.” 

-“Then you're from a neighbouring country. Are you going on 
holiday here?” 

-“Yes, for a month. And you?” 

-“That's nice. Me for a fortnight.” 
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The content of the conversation was flat. Flirt factor 0; after the 
opening sentence, only factual and boring statements followed. She 
smiled briefly, spoke in a friendly, girlish voice, which is a good sign, 
but was obviously not inclined to continue or even deepen the conver- 
sation. Flirting was probably out of the question. A master could do it, 
but never a loser who has to mature through success. The worst thing 
about a failure is not the failure itself, but its consequences: It cannot 
be learnt how to do it, which starts a vicious circle in which the male 
loser falls ever deeper in a spiral, like a slowed-down planet hurtling 
towards its star, or a neutron star hurtling around a black hole, with 
waves of gravity constantly hurtling out into space at the speed of 
light, draining momentum from the neutron star until it falls into the 
hole and disappears from this visible world. 


So they walked on alone and didn't react when they saw me later, 
because I ran in the same direction to the bay, overtook them by a long 
way, and then hurried down to the cliffs, taking pictures with three 
different lenses, which I kept changing depending on the subject. The 
fourth lens didn't fit in the camera bag, so it waited in the rucksack for 
its turn, which it got at another stop for subtropical flowers. Number 
five wasn't even there because it was needed for night shots. Unfortu- 
nately, no greetings, no sign of recognition from the Belarusians. I 
barely finished taking the photos. In my haste, I had forgotten to undo 
any settings during the bus journey and had to redo a few things. So I 
jumped over black cliffs, scree and seawater-soaked ground. Then I 
ran to the bus, because there was only one minute left until departure 
time. 

-“The painting will be finished soon,” I told the painter, who had 
applied more colour. 

-“Nooooo,” he replied firmly, but quietly and nonchalantly. Then 
I raced on to the minibus, which was waiting with the door open. 


Thanks to an early return, where I was allowed to get off first 
because my hostel was to the east, in the direction we were returning 
from, I went out again just before dusk. I called out to a woman who 
was wading along the edge of the concrete bank: 
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-“Your hair looks a bit like the sea.” 

That was a rubbish line, but it was the best I could come up with. 

-“That's right!” she replied without stopping and was already 
gone. 


Finally, in the last rays of sunshine of the day, I reached the con- 
crete area under the yellow old fort, which is called the beach. Mostly 
men were lying and sitting there, observing what blokes like me were 
up to. A group against the wall looked like a boozer's circle. The better 
side of local society, if they didn't go home, sat on the chairs of the 
snack bars and small cafés on the edge. A few brave souls were still 
swimming in the water with black stones and sharp-edged black rocks. 


There were only two unaccompanied girls — still better than zero 
or an empty set. The only thing missing now is the ‘expert on empty 
sets’ mocked by professors, who asks with every sentence whether it 
also applies to empty sets. He would ask me what the difference is 
between 0 girls and an empty set of girls. 


The two girls in the not-yet-empty crowd were sitting on the edge 
of the concrete and each had a small bottle of Coral beer in front of 
them. Now I applied what my imagination had made of what one of 
my four or five flirting teachers had taught me so far, none of whom, 
of course, had given me a single success with girls. 

-“You each have a bottle of beer in front of you. It's a good way 
to wait for the sun to set.” 

-““Yes, isn't it? 

-““Where are you from?” 

-“From England.“ 

-“Then your beer fits well. The British are said to drink a lot of 
it.” 

No answer. 

“But so are we,” I added. 

No reply. 

-““What did you do today? I went on a trip.’ 

-“Hiking” 


> 
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-“Good idea. We have a saying: ‘Three fools, one thought’. I 
went hiking today too. Where were you?” 

-“We went on a Pic tour.” 

-“On the Pic Arieiro?” 

-Yes, that one too.” 

-“T have been there too. Just fog. There was nothing to see except 
mist.” 

-“We had fog at first too. But then it cleared and we had visibili- 
ty.” 

-“Unfortunately not while we were there. Did you walk from pic 
to pic then?” 

-“Yes.” 

-“Good tour. You must have seen a lot.” 

-“In places.” 

The conversation became tedious. In the meantime, a man of 
small stature, but wider, had joined them on the opposite side and sat 
down next to the fat woman. Apart from a brief remark, the man said 
nothing, lay lazily on his back and used his mobile phone or looked up 
at the sky, where the sunset was progressing. The fiery ball of the 
fusion reactor, whose radiation pressure prevents it from collapsing 
into a neutron star, stood just above the horizon. 


By appearance, the man was South American with strong pre-Co- 
lombian roots, probably from Peru or at least the west coast of South 
America. He had barely sat down next to them when the fat woman 
offered him a beer. They didn't offer me any. The mostly Amerindian 
South American may have met them in the city before, or he may have 
been a stranger, which makes little difference: The contrast in how he 
and I were treated by the two girls is as typical as it is screaming. 


The South American only said a brief remark and then sat down, 
silent and uninvolved. The fat girl immediately offered him a beer, 
which he refused. Later, she turned towards him, her thighs open. 
Perhaps he said one or two short sentences, otherwise he remained 
silent and withdrawn. Perhaps women are attracted to such behaviour, 
whereas they despise the efforts of a ‘needy’ man, even if he is witty, 
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whereas the cool uninvolved man is hollow — without accusing this 
man of that, it was just an observation of a general tendency. 


-““What's your name?” 

-““Amer” ??? 

-“T'm Jan.” Turning to the other (the fat one): 

“And what's your name?” 

-““Emma” 

-““After the tenth Coral, your two names are confusingly similar,” 
I tried to breathe new life into the stalled conversation. The attempt at 
revitalisation failed. Jokes or banter were suffocated by her lack of 
interest. 

“Now the glow of the evening red begins. Let's see what colour it 
is today,” I tried to continue with another topic, “A few days ago it 
was a bright yellow like a cold fire.” 

-“Tt's usually pink,” she said. 

-“Tt often is, but it changes.” 

Now they started taking selfies of each other and sending them 
over the phone. 

“Ah, did you just send a picture: this is what our sunset looks 
like?” 

No response. They placed two bottles of Coral right on the edge 
of the concrete and took them with the sun setting behind the bottles. 
Then they changed position. The fat one sat down on the edge of the 
concrete and had herself photographed in front of the sunset. 

“Do you both want to be in the picture? Shall I snap you?” I 
offered. 

-“We don't need that,” they refused. Then they moved further 
away from me, even closer to the South American, who hardly ever 
said anything, was unresponsive, as if uninvolved and disinterested. 
This is exactly what women seem to find attractive. Why they prefer- 
red the almost mute South American among all the many strange men 
there were here with a sex ratio of tens to two, to the poet, who at- 
tempted many topics and banter, remains unfathomable. Such is the 
world. Hard but unfair. 
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My former neighbour pulled a third bottle of Coral out of her 
rucksack. 

-“Oh, that's handy,” I tried to tease her, “you've got a refill with 
you. Then it can be a good evening.” 


Next attempt: “Have you had your dinner yet?” 

-“Yes,” she replied, probably to take the wind out of my sails and 
prevent me from suggesting we dine together. As it was only 18:00 
and both of them had obviously been sitting on the beach for a while, 
it's highly unlikely that her answer was correct. Girls are like that. 
Maybe they'll drink and fuck with the Amerindian and another strange 
man later. The main thing is that they rejected the poet. 


I should have left long ago. These bitches weren't worth a minute 
of my time, a flirting teacher would say. Yes, he doesn't need to waste 
a minute of his time because half the city is enthusiastically throwing 
itself around his neck and is content to either be thrown out of bed as 
shrew or become part of a large bed rotation that flirting masters have 
at their disposal. But for a loser, the opposite is true: he has to waste 
his life and still doesn't get laid. 


Last chance, because I'm already being watched, there aren't any 
more girls around, and I can't approach them in the dark in my conditi- 
on anyway; but I'll be gone the day after tomorrow. Last chance, so to 
speak, then it's over. 

-“T'm going to have dinner now. If you have a cool plan to do 
something later, or even tomorrow, send me a message.” 

-“We are good,” she declined with a clear English phrase that 
would be difficult to translate accurately. “No thanks’ is probably of a 
similar calibre. 


That's were it ends. I'll soon be leaving Madeira and, unlike the 
celebrated Romy Schneider, famous for her role as the princess in 
‘Sissi’, I will have no reason to come back. The conditions were unfa- 
vourable for male incel losers. After all, I'm just a poet who is neutra- 
lized and frozen out because of uncomfortable views, but not a famous 
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film actress who has actually only convincingly parroted scripted roles 
written by others, for which she is considered a great artist. If, on the 
other hand, a man breaks the mould and finds groundbreaking content, 
he is totally ignored. 


8.11.2023 

Farewell walk to the stone beach, which was termed as beautiful. 
On the way, I saw a girl in a white dress with small light blue motifs 
standing by the railing, looking at the bay and the sea. 

-“Your dress looks like painted Portuguese tiles,” I said. 

-“Blue,” she replied curtly. 

-“Yes, the tiles are painted blue. There's a café on the large pro- 
menade with large pictures made of these tiles. There are lots of them 
in Porto. Your dress matches Madeira.” 

Silence. 

“Where are you from?” I continued. It didn't get any more origi- 
nal; all that remained were platitudes. 

-“Ukraine,” she replied just as briefly as before. 

-““Ah, are you on holiday here from Ukraine?” 

-“T live in Germany, but I'm from Ukraine.” 

I switched languages.“ 

-“Then you must understand German,” I replied in German. 

-“A little bit,” she replied in the same tongue. So back to English, 
“And where are you from?” 

The question was a little redundant after I switched from accen- 
ted English to more fluent non-accented German. 

-““What are you doing, working or studying?” 

It wasn't a good conversation, but when women are choking you 
by one word replies, it's almost impossible to start a real conversation. 
Men are always blamed, even though it is women who unconsciously 
decide and stall with total braking. 

~““Work” 

The next one-word answer worse than telegram style, because a 
telegram once consisted of a string of words, and it was her last ans- 
wer ever. She saw me off to leave. One should never overlook the fact 
that a friendly, short greeting from women to men can mean the exact 
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opposite, namely a fundamental rejection of men and a real conversa- 
tion. 


The downward spiral of rejection continues. On the beach I lay 
down in shorts to preserve my tan, which is already fading except on 
my face, where I'm red because I didn't use sunscreen. I also save 
myself from sweating in my stockings, shirt and trousers, which 
quickly makes them grumpy and requires constant changing. What's 
more, my feet, which would sweat in the shoes, get dry, which is good 
for my health — so no athlete's foot is possible. The watch and bracelet 
also dried, because in this climate everything sweats that doesn't 
receive constant air circulation, which absorbs moisture and takes it 
with it. 


In addition to couples, I saw a brunette girl alone and two girls or 
women with medium-light-dark hair on the formidable black beach. 
The brunette sat alone for a longer time, mostly looking at the sea, 
shielded from prying eyes or the sun with her towel. I can't know; 
Guess for yourself. She looked at me briefly. But I was afraid that she 
might be the Latvian woman from the other day who had brushed me 
off and ‘ghosted’ (deleted) me, and I didn't want to embarrass myself 
by accidentally speaking to her a second time because I didn't recog- 
nize her. That would have been an even worse experience. After a 
while a man came up to her, said something briefly, placed a small 
towel next to her and sat on it. He was partially bald, reminiscent of a 
monk's tonsure. Men who have such semi-bald heads usually shave 
their heads because it is then less noticeable. As did this man. After a 
while and a few words, which I didn't hear because of their distance, 
she gave him or they gave each other a quick kiss. They probably 
already knew each other or are a couple, but maybe not. How should I 
Incel loser know that? 


Of the two girls or women — I couldn't recognise it that clearly 
from a distance — one was wearing a sky blue bikini, the other a white 
one with red spots, which reminded me of ladybugs. I struggled with 
the translation because I didn't have any helpers such as a telephone 
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with me and it was in flight mode anyway. Was it called ‘lady bug’ or 
‘lady beetle’? Later at home I looked it up in the dictionary and found 
that both terms were correct. 


I ran towards the two until I was standing in front of the girl with 
the red spots on white, which turned out to be stylized berries, maybe 
strawberries or raspberries. I didn't wear glasses on my eyes, which 
have lost their former eagle sharpness, but I was just as struck by girls 
when they were still youthfully fresh. 

-“From a distance, your bikini looks like a ladybug, ‘lady beetle’, 
‘lady bug’, or how do you say it in English?” I mumbled. The woman 
in light blue grinned, opened her book again with a Slavic title and 
special Eastern European characters and read. No reply. 

“T meant because of the spots. They are red on white on the ‘lady 
beetle’, like yours.” 

-“Um, yes,” I heard semi-verbally from the girl. With that she 
ignored me and didn't say a word of real language in response. The 
woman next to her continued to grin as she read. All that was left for 
me, a male loser, was to trudge along like a watered poodle. 


The downward spiral takes me ever deeper, towards the low point 
when I was the laughing stock of girls my own age and was sniggered 
at. Now, as always, I am leaving another island or region of my eternal 
defeats. 


A second time I descended the alleyways to the old town on the 
coast, this time for a belated lunch, followed by a farewell tour, 
freshly fortified. In the morning I had regretted leaving the camera in 
the room so I could walk straight and avoid sweating in the sun under 
the pressure of the camera bag and its strap. Now I've managed to get 
a few new views. Even when you think you've seen everything, new 
events, connections and coincidences often arise, like this morning 
and again now. 


A light-haired white girl was sitting on the edge of the concrete; 
directly in front of her stood a black boy with a pimped-up curly hair- 
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style, chatting away. The girl was beaming as happy as a honey cake 
horse because the southerner was teasing her, stroking her, making her 
feel good. Passing by were white girlless incel men who have put a lot 
of effort into their education and are now working hard to keep this 
hostile society going, including a poet like me. We don't stand a 
chance with our own girls, who have fun with men imported en masse 
from all over the world and distant continents, whereas we are fiercely 
rebuffed and can never learn what this lost generation of girls actually 
wants. We are considered to be cerebral, boring and somehow sexually 
ineligible. They prefer to import archaic men from crisis regions who 
are not tainted by any feminist upbringing. Crap! This is emotionally 
extremely cruel to local men and at the same time suicidal. 


a 


Rarely have I seen a girl shine and enjoy as sweetly as this one, 
who I am only not showing with her happy glow out of consideration. 
Never has a girl beamed at me like this, even though I have been 
striving for such a glow for over 50 years, including with my over 50 
books. The world is unfair. Enough girls were born for these men in 
their original homeland, but they abandon them to take ours. Besides, 
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they would have to work more at home to be accepted by women. 
Here, losers like the poet or incel cuckolds are forced to do the work 
for others. 


In addition to good motifs, I saw the next such couple behind the 
concrete edge, not far from the courting couple in the color combinati- 
on that dominates in all Western countries: he black, brown, oriental 
or Asian, she white and preferably blonde. 


Same time, same place, same couple pattern. White man, poet 
and mathematician: Incel 


Many of the non-whites have already fathered biological children 
with the girls we are missing, whereas indigenous boys and men are 
increasingly becoming incels, cuckolds and childless. Anyone who 
suffers and speaks out about this will be morally beaten to death with 
the ‘racism club’ and the ‘Nazi club’. 


On the nearby concrete beach under the yellow fort, I also saw 
two beautiful girls, one even blonde or a little light-haired — it was 
impossible to tell at this distance. Behind them were two motorised 
sailing boats without sails, which in turn stood in front of the deserted 
Ilhas Desertas. 
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In front, spray splashed over black cliffs, with rowing boats 
gliding between them. A picture for the gods. Hellenic deities must 
feel at home here. After all, they had a great time, were revered, popu- 
lar and therefore not incel losers, especially not Zeus. But whom am I 
writing this to? 


Leisurely, I strolled onto the beach piste. Men outnumbered 
women on the concrete areas anyway. They say that too many hunters 
are the death of the hare, but due to female dominance in flirting and 
sexual selection, too many male competitors are the death of men, 
while girls get all the more choice and pleasure as long as everyone 
behaves well. 


The two girls were standing near the spot where there was the 
best view for photographs. But I didn't go there, which would have 
been too conspicuous. There was also an older woman not far from 
them who often watched me. At first I assumed it was her mother, or a 
chaperone who used to be jokingly called a “decency woof’. Back 
then, men were allowed to talk to girls from good families, but not 
unobserved without a minder, so that nothing indecent could happen. 
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Woof because a children's watchdog is nice as long as everything goes 
well, but if someone misbehaves, it barks threateningly or bites like an 
attack dog. That's why I didn't go, which didn't seem very promising 
anyway; they talked too intensely to each other, then took selfies, 
which I thought was a bit silly. I settled down a good distance away, 
but still within shouting distance, took off my shirt, socks and shoes, 
which had just been sprayed by a high wave while taking photos of 
the chugging pseudo-historical sailing ships. This allowed my socks, 
shoes and feet to dry, because I don't want to get on the plane wet 
down there. 


Later, they arduously staggered barefoot in bathing suits over the 
scree to the water. Swaying, they held on to each other, hugged and 
then, balancing hesitantly as if on stilts, toddled into the water. I 
looked around, took photos, and didn't let myself be deterred. I won't 
be here tomorrow. It's too late anyway. Now something surprising 
happened, which my teachers explain and often happens to them, but 
not to us many losers and students. When they reached the place with 
their things, the light-haired or blonde-haired girl shouted something 
to me. This really only happens once in ten years, if at all. I didn't 
understand what she was saying, but I called right back straight away, 
picked up my stuff and went to them. 

-“You have the place with the best view! I've taken lots of pic- 
tures here.” 

-Yes, it's beautiful here.” 

-“There are two sailing ships, behind them the Ilhas Desertas, in 
front of them rocks and spray. Are you from Italy?” 

-‘No, we are from here.” 

-“Oh, I didn't recognise your language! Only Romanic was obvi- 
ous.” 

-“And where are you from?” 

-“Germany” 

-“Oh, my grandmother lives in Germany. She really likes it 
there,” her black-haired friend interjected, “She always sends me pic- 
tures from there. Very nice.” 

-““Where does your grandmother live?” 
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The older woman in the background was watching me closely. 

-“T can't think of the name right now. Something with K.” 

In any case, I thought I recognized K from her Portuguese pro- 
nunciation. 

-“Karlsruhe? Cologne?” 

-“No, another city.” 

-“Where, then? North, south, west, east?” 

-“Tn the middle.” 

-“Kassel?” 

-“No, not that either.” 

-“Difficult. You said big city with a K?” 

-“No, T.” 

Big city with a T in the middle of the country? Oh, gee! 
-“At the beginning of the word or somewhere else?” 
-“Tn the middle.” 
With such misleading details, I could guess for a long time. 
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-“Stuttgart” 
-“Exactly, Stuttgart.” 
-“Stuttgart has become an industrial city.” 
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-“It is very beautiful there. I'd like to see that. Grandma always 
sends me the pictures.” 

Now I looked at her stuff. There were books. 

-“Oh, you're reading books! What are you doing? Studying?” 

-“Yes, we study, literature and maths,” said the dark-haired 
woman. And you, what are you doing? Are you a photographer?” 

-“Tt's just a hobby of mine. We have something in common! I stu- 
died maths, pure and applied, algorithms, later programming and now 
I write books.” 

-“Oh, you're good at maths,” said one. 

-“T should be, because I have studied it thoroughly.” 

-“Do you write books?” one of them, perhaps the other, asked 
respectfully.” 

-“Yes, and sometimes I use my photos for a book. Who knows 
what kind of book I'll write next?” 

I bent down and looked at her book. It was more of a brochure 
with a superficial introduction to the era of wigs, i.e. Baroque and 
possibly Rococo. Now I told them a lot. 

-“That is interesting. Your book is about the Baroque and Rococo 
eras,” I began. However, it was more about history than literature in 
the sense of treatises on books. 

“This era fascinates me. The music reached deep into the soul 
and was very balanced and harmonious. In two respects it was the 
exact opposite of today's. Music also reflects the development of 
human culture and society.” 

I talked about how rhythm instruments became superfluous in the 
Baroque period, melody was everything, the rhythm was made with 
the melody. Then how I saw a baroque performance in which the con- 
ductor jumped wildly across the stage to get his orchestra to play 
rousingly. This resulted in lively and rousing music, rhythmic, which 
has nothing to do with the motionless, armchair-resting citizens of 
today's performance practice. Today, however, rhythm is everything, 
melody optional. Some wear a shirt ‘All you need is bass.’ 

Likewise, there was a pendulum swing from the counterpoint of 
early music to the Baroque, which was based on putting several 
melodies together to create a beautiful sequence of resolved disharmo- 
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nies and harmonies. Each melody is complete and beautiful in itself, 
from the first note to the last. This reflects a human life. The name 
counterpoint derives from the Middle Ages, when notes were written 
in dot form. One row of dots was set against another row of dots. In 
this way, a higher overall work of art was created from several melo- 
dies, or from the same melody with a time delay, as in the fugue and 
canon. 


Philosophically, it reflects the old natural law as it applied until 
the Baroque period. Today, this philosophy is considered outdated; 
when people think of natural law, they think of some old absurdities 
that nobody wants today. But the basic idea was correct: ultimately, 
everything depends on human nature. Anyone who goes against 
human nature causes harm. There was a major turning point at that 
time. The then new philosophy of the Enlightenment replaced natural 
law with abstract legal principles that still form the basis of our world 
today. On the one hand, this was very successful, but on the other it 
also caused damage where it went against human nature. For example, 
Christoph Kucklick, a German scientist, has shown that since the 
Enlightenment, a bad image of men has been anchored in Western 
thought, philosophy and science, whereas women are portrayed as 
figures of light, to whom the opposite of what men are accused of with 
prejudice is attributed. This is still true today, even more so than ever 
before. This is why the philosophy of the Enlightenment, which is still 
fundamental today, has lost its way and why natural law, which is 
despised today, has some very good points. 


The world is often not black and white, and not only the winners 
are right, but also the other side. The truth often lies in the middle. 
Sometimes the winners are wrong. 


Baroque counterpoint and harmony, with their art of composing 
melodies into a complete harmonious artwork of a higher order, reflect 
the ancient philosophy of natural law which combines different human 
lives into families, couples, society and culture. Just as different 
melodies combine to form a complete work of art, so the combination 
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of individual people and both sexes into a society creates a complete 
artwork of a higher order. Shortly after the musical climax of Johann 
Sebastian Bach, the pendulum began to swing in the direction of to- 
day's hedonism. The individual now took centre stage, the individual 
who wanted to express himself in life as well as in art, but in doing so 
lost his connection with others. 


While we have more individual freedom in life and art, we have 
lost the ability to combine multiple lives or voices into a harmonious 
community. My idea is to put both poles back together again.” 

-“You are good at teaching history and philosophy,” said one of 
them. 

-“Do you also like classical music?” asked the light-haired or 
blonde girl. Immersed in the topic of conversation, I didn't pay attenti- 
on to her eyebrows, which are usually not coloured and then show the 
real hair colour. 

-“Yes, also, there are new harmonies, for example in Salomé by 
Richard Strauss, but the counterpoint and the balanced harmonies of 
the Baroque that appeal to deep layers are missing.” 

I asked for their names. The older woman watched and probably 
listened for a long time, but then left. Another man had sat down near 
the two, but hadn't spoken to them, had gone for a swim, returned and 
watched as we chatted. 

-“You have a nice smile,” I told the light-haired girl, who was 
smiling freely again, but didn't understand and had her friend explain 
it to her in Portuguese. Then she thanked. 

-“You are a ‘genuine’ man,” she told me; I am unable to translate 
the term without losing nuances of meaning. They also asked: 

-“Have you already been here?” 

-“Tt's the first time. I like discovering new things.” 

The two sometimes apologized when they made quick calls. 

-“Excuse me. She's just calling home to say we'll be there soon.” 

That's a reason why the fair girl took part in the conversation less 
often than her friend or sister, but when she did, she was sometimes 
the centre of attention. 

Once one of them asked: 
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-“Do you believe? We believe.” 

-“T was born a Christian, but I'm more of an independent thin- 
ker 

-“T don't know if I believe,” said the other. 

Was she trying to tell me what I might like to hear? 

-“Do you have WhatsApp?” I asked, “Then I can send you a link 
to some of my books. What topics would you be interested in?” 

-““We don't have WhatsApp,” replied the fair girl, “Facebook and 
Instagram”’. 

-“T have Instagram, but I only set it up a few weeks ago. There 
are just a few of my pictures.” 

The dark-haired woman gave me her phone. I mistyped a letter 
on the small keys. 

-“Not found,” they said disappointedly. 

After correcting it, I found my profile and opened it. 

-““A nice profile picture!” said the light-haired girl. 

-“You can both follow me; I'll be leaving Madeira soon, but I can 
send you a URL to my books and we can chat.” 

When the other one found my Instagram, she scrolled through 
my pictures. She got stuck on the one snapshot of the surfer that 
seemed to be her favourite. 

-“Tt was nice to meet you.” 


That went nowhere, as always. Before I could write to her that 
evening with the URL of my Bali book, she had already unfollowed 
me again. The usual games, even among ultra-Catholic girls with a 
traditional upbringing. 


They were about to leave. After saying goodbye, I hurried off to 
the shops and home to write this down, finish my report and book. 
Before I could send them one of my books, they had already deleted 
me, which surprised me after the good conversation and the interest 
they showed — who can claim to understand women?! 


The degradation of native men to losers and incels must end. A 
culture must improve and detoxify the relations of both sexes. Even in 
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distant times our ancestors should still be able to recognise themselves 
in our descendants, otherwise they have lived in vain, have been 
deprived of survival in biological children by unworthy generations. 
The procreation of native men is the main task of their and your lives. 


End of the Incel Manifesto. 
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Censorship of opinion through partial 
publication or non-publication 


Since 1968, heterosexual men here have been the target of hostility; 


we have been demeaned as losers for a long time. This has steadily 
intensified since 1968. 
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«LATEST: Objections. Poetry as political activism» 


Political activism is published by many publishers, but only in 
the direction of the ideologies in power, such as feminism, the left, the 
Greens and infertile sexualities. Anything natural, once seen as nor- 
mal, is opposed, voices of local heterosexual male losers are rigorous- 
ly excluded, abusing the one-sided censorship established under the 
pretext of fighting ‘Nazis’, which today is used to suppress anything 
that contradicts the principles of the radical cultural revolution in 
power. Since 1968, no fundamental criticism of feminism has been 
published in publishing houses, especially not in those with a public 
reach. Since the 1980s, I have documented the rejection of both my 
non-fiction and literary books critical of feminism on grounds of 
opinion. Later, the pressure of replacement due to mass immigration 
of men from other cultures became so great that this also had to be 
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mentioned honestly, which then triggered the next stage of 
suppression as ‘racist’, ‘xenophobic’ and so on, just as criticism of 
feminist women and men had previously been indignantly dismissed 
as ‘misogynistic’. It was enough to mention the existence of male 
losers who strive for the love of girls to be attacked as ‘misogynistic’ — 
distortions couldn't get any more absurd. 


In the appendix to my non-fiction books, I have documented how 
one-sidedly literary agencies and publishers today search specifically 
for ‘woke’ views and already exclude the opposite in their require- 
ments for manuscripts and authors. Here are a few new finds. 


«Where does the name 10/11 come from? 

Sandra Hetzl: ... they pay tribute to the years 2010/2011, which 
saw the beginnings of the popular uprisings in many Arabic-speaking 
countries ... 

How would you desribe your interests as an agency, your criteria 
for selecting writers to represent? 

Katharina Halls:... We want to hear from authors who are living 
through the ravages of late capitalism, environmental degradation 
and resurgent right-wing populism just like we are» (10/11 literary 


agency) 


Their perception and world view is characterized by a defama- 
tory, radical left-wing and probably also feminist view. It is therefore 
completely impossible for them to have any understanding, empathy 
or interest in their targeted and fought against victims. 


They have not understood that publishers should be neutral, 
looking for good, original new works and points of view, especially 
those that contradict established and their own views and habits. 
Today's opinion agencies do exactly the opposite of what they are 
supposed to do. 


Anyone who doesn't agree with there litany, who doesn't share 
their attitude, has no chance, just like in all English-language literary 
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agencies worldwide and all established publishers in the German- 
speaking world, as I have documented. 


By the way, they are against popular conservative thought but 
support popular revolutionary violence from the left. 
Crass #doublestandard. 


Where does the name 10/11 come from? 


Sandra Hetzl: There are several aspects to the name. Firstly, | was looking for something that would be easy to pronounce in 
both Arabic and English — and what could be more convenient than numbers, which can be written out and pronounced in their 
own way in each language? But as to why these specific numbers: they pay tribute to the years 2010/2011, which saw the 
beginnings of the popular uprisings in many Arabic-speaking countries. For me, those uprisings represent (among other things 
of course) an urge to express, and they were characterised by a real joy in experimentation — including in a literary sense 


But the numbers 10/11 harbour another ambiguity: when you hear "teneleven" in English, your mind will think readily of 9/11, 
the date that tragically prompted a wave of curiosity towards the Arabic-speaking region, and also, peripherally, its literary 
production. But it was a hostile curiosity, a know-your-enemy-curiosity, which gave rise to the publication of a slew of books 
that had to satisfy a narrow and very specific set of interests. In this sense, 10/11 heralds the turning of a page 


How would you describe your interests as an agency, your criteria for selecting writers to represent? 


Katharine Halls: First and foremost, the titles we represent are all beautifully written. There are also some salient basic facts 
about our writers: they're mostly relatively young, for example, and they're scattered across the major cities of not only the 
Middle East, but also Europe and North America. Then there are our personal tastes. As readers, we very much like distinctive 
voices — like that of Rasha Abbas, which is so unmistakeable (| always think of her as a sort of Arabic Miranda July) 


We're also interested in urgent, internationally relevant writing, which feels like it's addressing the times and circumstances we 
live in. | think this sets us apart somewhat within the world of translated Arabic literature, in that we aren't really interested as 
such in colourful tales from far-flung locales, or behind-the-scenes accounts of the hot topics the West is interested in. We 
want to hear from authors who are living through the ravages of late capitalism, environmental degradation and resurgent right- 
wing populism just like we are, and who have an exciting and thoughtful perspective to share that will be meaningful to readers 
across the world 


Whether you become a writer does not depend on quality, and 
certainly not on new perspectives and styles, which on the contrary 
mean categorical exclusion, but on whether you move within the 
permitted corridor of opinion, which narrows further every day like 
the field in a fable by Franz Kafka. Male losers and their voices are 
never heard or given a chance in life and again in literature, the media 
and the public. This is the cynicism of these moralizers who believe 
they have created a tolerant, colourful society. 


The EU already wanted to ban anti-feminist views; rejection of 
mass migration and open borders was morally banned, and later 
criticism of excessive compulsory pandemic measures; they are trying 
to ban doubts about an impending man-made climate catastrophe or 
anything else that contradicts the narrative of common ideologies. 
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Although using different methods to North Korea, since 1968 the 
cultural revolutionaries have been quietly suppressing unpleasant 
voices, locking them in echo chambers so that the public is not aware 
of their exclusion, their findings or even the existence of a problem. 
The difference lies only in the means. Classical dictatorships use 
physical coercion or even kill; our society makes facts and arguments 
that differ from its viewpoint disappear so systematically through 
silent disregard that it is not noticed and as far as possible nobody 
notices. 
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Incel books get despised 


S77 The Ince! Manifesto - new book on male losers FREE PDF: 
1drv.ms/b/s!AjNqOIOO>Oj... 
The Literary Underground Project 
Translated to English 2024 


01 a 7) it 145 Nt 
i my life is so cool = 
2 @DNR order 
| ain't clicking that shit 
11:26 AM « Mar 27, 2024 - 8 Views 
01 Q 01 Wl & 


S Post your reply 


S Dichter{Denker @Dichter1Denker - 17h 
Prejudiced people call books shit they never read, not even have seen. 


1) 1 ty Qg lt 8 N ft; 
CR my life is so cool ** @DNR order : 16h 


It's not prejudice. That link looks sketchy as fuck. 


01 ey g lt 7 | ALP 


S Dichter1Denker @DichtertDenker « 14h 
More ridiculous and prejudiced it doesn't get today. You try to judge a book 
by the link. Idiot! "Never judge a book by its cover.’ You didn't even see the 
cover. 
«I ain't cliquing that shit.» (my life is so cool, Mar 27, 2024) 
«Prejudiced people call books shit they never read, nor even have 
seen.» (Jan Deichmohle) 
«It's not prejudice. That links looks sketchy as fuck.» (my life...) 
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Further Reading 


More original books from the literary underground: 


Jan Deichmohle, ,,Film in Worten” 

Jan Deichmohle, ,,Die Kiwi-Partybus-Erfahrung. Eine Groteske” 

Jan Deichmohle, ,,Bali — bezaubernde Insel” 

Jan Deichmohle, ,,Daygame in Mexiko” 

Jan Deichmohle, ,,Incel inspiziert Insel” 

Jan Deichmohle, ,,Kurs gen Kreta” 

Jan Deichmohle, ,,Bilderbuch Madagaskar: Bilder, Buch, Madagaskar” Ein 
Kontrastprogramm fiir Augen, Sinne und Hirn 


Jan Deichmohle, ,,Das Buch der Festivals” 
Rock-, Folk-, Jazz- und Goafestivals geben sich in Wort und Bild die Ehre 


Jan Deichmohle, ,,Warum Festivals auf Dauer anéden” - 
Von Goafestivals zu Barockfestspielen, mit philosophischen Uberlegungen 
zu Kontrapunkt und Gesellschaftsentwicklung 


Jan Deichmohle, ,, The Oppression of Men” 

Jan Deichmohle, ,,Beziehungsentzug”, tiber mannliche Verlierer 

Jan Deichmohle, ,,Leben in der Holle’, Band 4 der Reihe ,,Weibliche Wahl- 
macht” Literatur, Erzaéhlungen. 


Jan Deichmohle, ,,Abgewimmelt” 
Ein Buch, das aus der Reihe tanzt. Eine Leseerfahrung. 


Jan Deichmohle, ,,Zeitzeuge: Reise nach Siiden” Ein aufwihlender Reise- 
und Lebensroman 


Jan Deichmohle, ,,Klimaangst und anderer Unfug”, politisch inkorrekte 
Kapitel 

Jan Deichmohle, ,,Flirtlehre”, Wie urzeitliche Instinkte beim Flirt in die Irre 
leiten 


John C. Mileahed, ,,Life As a Journey”, about the psychedelic szene 
John C. Mileahed, ,,Ozora — ein Scheitern” 
John C. Mileahed, ,,Indian Spirit” 


More as original books you find at: www.quellwerk.com 


